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MISS    G  R  E  V  I  L  L  E 


LETTER    XXXVII. 

Sir  Charles  Mortimer  to  Mr  Belford* 

Grove. 

I  Confess,  Belford,  you  have  reafon  to 
complain  of  my  filence,  though  I  am 
fure  you  are  too  juft,  both  to  my  friend- 
fhip  and  your  own  merit,  to  place  it  to 
the  fcore  of  neglect.  At  once  to  plead 
my  excufe,  and  fecure  your  pardon,  let 
me  confefs,  that  afentiment  more  tender. 
Vol,  II.  A  more 
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more  powerful,  even  than  that  which  from 
our  earlieft  years  has  united  us,  now 
wholly  engrofles  a  heart,  which  hitherto 
you  alone  have  pofleffed. 

In  my  laft  I  informed  you,  that  inftead 
of  purchafing  the  eftate  I  came  here  to 
furvey,  I  had  the  comfort,  by  a  feafonable 
loan  to  Mr  Greville,  to  continue  him  in 
his  poiTeffion ;  and  by  that  means,  I  hope, 
to  reftore  peace  to  his  amiable  wife  and 
daughter,  whom  his  want  of  oeconomy, 
had  brought  to  the  verge  of  ruin. 

That  daughter,  Belford  !  that  charm- 
ing daughter,  has  indeed  rivalled  you 
in  my  afFe&ions,  though  not  driven  you 
from  my  thoughts.  The  firfl  moment  I 
beheld  her,  I  was  ilruck  with  the  modeft 
limplicity  of  her  manners,  and  ftill  more 
by  a  look  of  fettled  fadnefs,  that  gave  to 
her  delicate  features  an  expreffion  which 
melted  my  very  foul,  and  awakened  there 

more 
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more  tender  complacence,  than  I  had 
ever  felt  for  any  perfon  at  firil  light. 
But  what  mofl:  powerfully  attracted  me 
to  this  amiable  young  creature,  was  the 
ftriking  difference  in  her  behaviour  to- 
wards me,  from  that  I  have  generally  re- 
marked in  girls  of  iier  age  ;  who,  bent 
on  conqueft,  are  eager  to  difplay  all  their 
charms  and  accomplilhments,  and,  in 
their  rage  to  be  admired,  overlook  the 
important  art  of  pleafing,  and  thus  baffle 
their  own  lhallow  defigns. 

Think  me  not  fevere  in  this  obferva- 
tion.  You  know  I  am  not  ufually  fo  to 
that  fex,  whofe  native  fweetnefs  and  gen- 
tlenefs  gives  them  an  influence  over  us, 
and  an  importance  in  fociety,  which 
none  will  deny,  but  fuch  as  are  unwor- 
thy of  being  diftinguiflied  by  their  fa- 
vour. I  will  confefs  however  to  you,  from 
4 whom  I  do  not  attempt  concealing  even 
my  own  foibles,  that  I  have  been  great- 

A  2  ly 
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ly  fhocked  of  late,  by  advances  made 
me  by  different  ladies,  whofe  youth,  edu- 
cation, and  fenfe  of  propriety,  I  flatter- 
ed myfelf  would  have  prevented  a  con- 
duct fo  difgufting.  It  is  really  mortify- 
ing to  one's  felf-love,  as  well  as  highly 
offenfive  to  one's  delicacy,  to  perceive, 
that  the  addition  of  five  thoufand  a-year, 
renders  one  an  objeft  of  univerfal  atten- 
tion, and  enables  the  world  to  difcover 
in  the  pofTeffor,  a  thoufand  good  quali- 
ties that  were  entirely  overlooked  in  a 
man  of  fifteen  hundred. 

Perhaps  you  may  allege,  that  I  am  too 
delicate  in  my  notions  of  female  conduct. 
But  let  me  afk,  what  happinefs  can  be 
expelled  in  the  married  ftate,  without 
poffefling  the  whole  affe&ions  of  that 
heart,  to  which  ours  is  tenderly  united  ? 
and  is  this  likely  to  be  the  cafe,  when  fo 
powerful  a  rival  as  avarice  has  already 
become  mailer  of  it  ? 

But 
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But  to  return  to  the  lovely  Julia.  As 
I  attributed  her  melancholy  to  the  fcore 
of  her  father's  mifcondudt,  and  confe- 
quentembarraffments,  I  made  no  doubt  of 
feeing  her  fpirits  inftantly  recover,  when 
thefe  were  10  unexpectedly  removed. 
But  though,  with  a  modefty  and  grace, 
infeparable  from  youth  and  innocence, 
and  a  delicacy  which  indicated  a  very 
fuperior  underltanding,  Ihe  expreffed  the 
deepeft  fenfe  of  her  father's  obligation  to 
the  generolity  of  a  ftranger,  (as  fhe  term- 
ed it), — I  faw  with  pain,  that,  in  remo- 
ving one  load  from  her  fpirits,  I  had  on- 
ly in  part  relieved  the  amiable  fufferer ; 
who,  I  loon  found,  was  linking  under 
the  daily  increafing  danger  and  affliction, 
of  a  moll  unhappy  and  deferving  mo. 
ther,  to  wThom  the  tks  of  nature,  were 
the  leaft  powerful  of  thofe  that  attached 
her, 

A  s  In 
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In  how  amiable,  how  exalted  a  view 
did  this  conduct  place  her  !  Wholly  for- 
getful of  herfelf,  and  neglectful  of  thofe 
charms  which  entitled  her  to  claim  the 
admiration  of  that  heart,  which  fhe  could 
not  but  perceive  fne  had  already  deeply 
interefted,  ihe  devoted  her  whole  cares 
to  her  afflifted  parent,  and  never  feemed 
at  eafe,  but  when  contributing  either  to 
her  comfort  or  amufement* 

As  I  was  kindly  admitted,  at  all  hours* 
into  the  apartment  of  Mrs  Greville,  I  had 
opportunity  to  obferve  the  molt  minute 
aftions  of  this  angelic  young  creature ; 
and,  with  truth,  can  affirm,  that  through 
every  one  of  thefe,  the  fpotlefs  purity  of 
a  foul,  uncontaminated  by  commerce 
with  the  world,  and  the  tendernefs  of  a 
heart  formed  to  be  the  abode  of  eve- 
ry generous  and  benevolent  affection, 
flione  with  a  mild  luftre,  that  rendered 
their  native  charms  a   thoufand   times 

more 
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more  touching,  than  if  they  had  been  dif- 
played  with  all  the  advantages  of  art. 

But,  before  quitting  a  fubje&  on  which 
I  could  dwell  for  hours  with  increafing 
delight,  I  muft  acquaint  you  with  a  cir- 
cumftance  that  has  juft  come  to  my  know- 
ledge, and  ferves  to  confirm  the  efteem, 
as  well  as  tendernefs,  I  feel  for  Mifs 
Greville. 

At  the  very  time  when  her  father's  af- 
fairs were  in  the  moft  defperate  fi- 
liation, Ihe  was  addreffed  by  Lord 
Rochdale,  to  whofe  licentious  character, 

and  immenfe  fortune,  you  are  no  ftran- 
ger. 

Had  either  the  flighteft  fpark  of  ava- 
rice, vanity,  or  ambition,  lodged  in  her 
young  breaft,  the  title  of  Countefs  of 
Rochdale  would  have  blown  that  fpark 
into  a  flame  :  But,  with  a  firmnefs  which 

drew 
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drew  on  her  the  fevereft  treatment  from 
a  father,  unworthy  of  fuch  a  child,  I  am 
affured  fhe  rejected  him  ;.  at  the  fame 
time  regretting  the  neceffity  his  vices 
laid  her  under  of  refuiing  a  match, 
which  would  have  enabled  her  to  relieve 
the  diftrefs  of  her  parents,  and  indulge 
the  generous  propenfities  of  her  own  feel- 
ing heart. 

Happy,  Belford  !  fupremely  happy  the 
man,  who  can  obtain,  by  deferving,  fo 
ineftimable  a  treafure.  Whether  this  fe- 
licity is  referved  for  your  friend,  time 
mull  determine.  My  own  feelings  tell 
me,  that  it  is  impoffible  to  gain  fuch  a 
heart,  unlefs  by  perfevering  in  that  at- 
tentive and  refpe&ful  condudt,  which 
circumftances  fo  peculiarly  delicate  as. 
hers  require.  However  paradoxical  it 
may  feem,  I  believe  it  is  a  truth  which 
obfervation  often  confirms,  that  grati- 
tude in  the  female  heart  is  a  foe  to  love  y 

and 
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and  that  the  latter  is  fo  jealous  of  his  em- 
pire there,  that  he  dreads  even  the  fhadow 
of  a  rival. 

Adieu.  By  the  length  of  this  epiftle, 
you  may  judge  of  the  power  the  tyrant 
has  already  affumed  over 

Your  fincere  friend, 
Charles  Mortimer* 


Mifs  Greville  to  Mifs  Herbert. 

Harwood. 

So  I  have  infedted  you  with  my  fufpi- 
cions !  "You  forefee — you  are  convin- 
ced, that  Sir  Charles  Mortimer  is  alrea- 
dy my  lover/'  Ah  Maria  !  what  do  you 
forefee  then,  but  more  fources  of  diftrefs 
fpringing  up  to  embitter  the  little  re- 
maining comfort  of  your  ill-fated  Julia. 

Have  you  not  experienced,  when  a- 
bout  to  lofe  a  friend,  that  though  you 

could 
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could  yourfelf  behold  the  danger  with 
calmnefs,  you  was  fhocked,  beyond  mea- 
fure,  on  perceiving  that  danger  become 
apparent  to  others  ? 

Jufl  fo  it  fares  with  your  Julia. 
Though  I  have  hinted  my  fears  of  a  pre- 
ference, which  I  mull  ever  reckon  a  mif- 
fortune,  becaufe  unable  to  return  it ;  yet  I 
have  not  courage  to  hear  you  affirm  as 
certain,  what  I  have  only  fuppofed  pof- 
fible. 

I  wifh  I  had  not  told  you  my  fufpi- 
cions.  By  confirming  them,  you  have 
given  me  a  confcioufnefs,  a  reftraint, 
when  in  company  with  Sir  Charles  that 
I  cannot  defcribe,  but  feel  infufferably 
irkfome.  Whenever  his  eyes  meet  mine, 
they  cover  me  with  blufnes  :  I  tremble  if 
we  are  left  alone.  Heavens !  fhould^he 
fufpeit — fhould  he  imagine — fhould  a  mif- 
taken  companion'  for  my  fuppofed  weak- 

nefs 
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nefs  miflead  him, — Maria !  how  fhall  I 
conduct  myfelf  in  a  fituation  fo  painful- 
ly indelicate  ? 

It  is  rendered  almoft  infupportable  by 
the  behaviour  of  the  odious  Rochdale. 
With  all  the  infolence  of  rank,  and  of 
thofe  mean  fouls  who  derive  their  claim 
to  diftindlion  from  the  titles  their  con- 
duct difhonours,  he  intrudes  upon  us  at 
all  hours  ;  and,  without  the  flighteft  re- 
gard to  female  delicacy,  of  which  indeed 
he  feems  to  be  a  very  incompetent  judge, 
entertains  me  with  his  difgufting  gallan- 
try, even  in  the  prefence  of  Sir  Charles 
Mortimer.  Judge  how  perplexing  is  my 
lituation  at  fuch  times,  when  it  is  impof- 
fible  to  conceal  m^  uneafinefs  ;  and  when 
the  vifible  difference  in  my  manner  of 
treating  Sir  Charles,  muft  naturally  con- 
firm his  fufpicions  of  a  preference  in  his 
favour. 

But 
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But  what  redoubles  all  my  embarraff- 
ments,  is  the  diftrefs  of  my  dear  mother. 
Sir  Charles's  partiality  cannot  efcape  ob- 
fervation  like  hers  :  And  though  fhe  has 
never  once  hinted  her  fufpicions  to  me,  a 
thoufand  trifling  circumftances  not  only 
betray  them,  but  indicate  alfo  an  anxious 
wifh,  to-difcover  whether  this  partiality 
be  reciprocal, 

When  I  reflect,  that  not  only  my  own, 
but  my  mother's  happinefs,  might  be  fe- 
cured,  by  an  union  fo  highly  advanta- 
geous, I  am  confcious  that  I  ought  to  en- 
deavour at  leaft  to  be  fenfible-*— to  be 
grateful.  Ah  Maria  !  could  the  convic- 
tions of  the  underftanding  regulate  at 
once  the  feelings  of  the  heart,  the  fenti- 
ments  of  mine  would  accord  with  my 
duty,  and  the  wifhes  of  my  beloved  pa- 
rent, whom  to  render  happy  is  my  fu- 
preme  defire.  But  in  proportion  as  my 
reafon  acquiefces  in  the  propriety  of  fuch 
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a  ltep,  my  heart  revolts  from  the  idea 
with  horror. 


After  all,  Maria,  is  it  not  unjuftifia- 
ble  in  a  woman,  from  any  motive  what- 
ever, to  become  the  wife  of  one  man, 
whilft  fhe  is  confcious  of  entertaining  a 
preference  for  another  ?  Ah  !  why,  why 
fhould  this  be  the  unhappy  lot  of  your 
friend!  By  what  ftrange  fatality  is  it, 
that  we  cannot  love  whom  we  highly  e- 
lleem  ;  and  continue  to  remember — to  pi- 
ty— to  deplore,  whom  we  ought  to  re- 
nounce, forget,  and  defpife  ? 

You  tell  me,  that  time  will  blunt  e- 
yen  the  keeneii  forrow.  Perhaps  it  may 
be  fo  ;  but  your  unhappy  Julia  has  hi- 
therto been  a  ftranger  to  its  healing  in- 
fluence. The  grief  we  experience  for 
the  death  of  our  friends,  finds  its  own 
cure  in  the  violence  of  its  expreffions, 
and  even  in  the  hopeleffnefs  of  relief :  ne- 
Vol.  IL  B  ceffitv 
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ceflity  often  furnifhes  a  remedy,  when 
all  others  fail.  But  what  remains  for  us, 
when  forced  by  pride,  by  delicacy,  to 
conceal  the  killing  anguifh  inflidled  by 
the  unkindnefs  of  thofe  we  love  ?  When, 
even  amidft  our  grief,  refentment,  and 
defpondency,  hope,  at  times,  finds  accefs 
to  the  heart,  and  keeps  alive  there  thofe 
various  fentiments,  which  agitate  and  di- 
fturb,  but  never  can  be  entirely  extirpa- 
ted. 

I  will  not  injure  your  friendfhip,  by 
apologifing  for  thus  conflantly  renewing 
my  demands  on  your  fympathy  ;  or  fup- 
pofe  it  neceffary  to  afiure  you,  that, 
with  gratitude  proportioned  to  your  kind- 
nefs,  and  efteem  due  to  your  merit,  I 
am  inviolably  yours, 

Julia  Mortimer. 

LETTER 
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L  E  T  T  E  R    XXXVIII. 
Sir  Charles  Mortimer  to  Mr  Be/ford. 

Gr; 

The  anxiety  you  exprefs  g 
fair  which  fo  deeply  interefts  my  heart, 
and  on  the  fuccefs  of  which  my   whole 
happinefs  muft  now  depend,  is  of  a  piece, 
ray  dear  Belford,  with  your  whole  con 
duel   towards  me.     How    ineflimable   a 
bleffing  is  a  friend,  to   whom  one   can 
impart  every  difquieting  thought ;   from 
whom  one  is   ever  fecure,  both    of  ad 
vice  and  fympathy  ! 

Though  I   have  been   at  the   utmofl 

pains  to  develop  them,  I  am  ft  ill  great- 
ly at  a  lofs  with  regard  to  Mifi  Greville': 
fentiments.  The  gentlenefi  and  affabi- 
lity of  her  manners,  at  ftrft  infpired  me 
with  hopes  agreeable  to  my  wifhes:  but 

B  2  after 
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after  the  maft  watchful  attention,  I  can 
find  nothing  to  confirm  them,  or  give  me 
ground  to  believe,  that  I  have  infpired 
her  with  any  other  fentiment  than  that 
of  efteem. 

It  is  impoffible  that  the  ardor  of  mine 
can  entirely  efcape  her  obfervation  \  but 
with  much  pain  I  remark,  that  the  mo- 
ment any  exprefiion  betrays  the  ftate  of 
my  heart,  the  eafe  of  her  manner  is  ex- 
changed for  a  cautious  referve  \  her  looks 
exprefs  the  difturbance  of  her  foul ;  and 
a  certain  air  of  timidity  and  reftraint  too 
plainly  difcovers,  that  fhe  dreads  being 
made  acquainted  with  a  paflion,  which 
fhe  feels  it  impoffible  to  return. 

With  all  this,  however,  the  artlefs  te- 
ftimoniesl  receive  of  her  efteem,  certain- 
ly give  room  for  hope.  Perhaps,  my 
friend,  the  perfecution  fhe  has  lately  fuf- 
fered,  on  account  of  Lord  Rochdale,  may 

render 
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render  her  fearful  of  again  awakening 
her  father's  refentment. 


Ah  Belford  i  how  little  does  fhe  know 
the  foul  of  your  friend,  if  fhe  fufpedts 
him  of  a  condud  that  would  occafion  her 
uneafinefs  !  If  fhe  believes  he  wifhes  to 
obtain  any  other  right  to  her  heart,  than 
that  which  the  moft  tender  and  difinte- 
refted  affection  would  eftablHh; — if  fhe 
thinks  he  afpires  to  her  preference,  with 
any  other  view,  than  that  of  fecuring  his 
own,  by  promoting  her  felicity. 

The  extreme  dejeilion  of  her  fpirits,. 
and  at  times  the  abfence  of  her  manner^ 
and  ftifled  fighs  that  fteal  from  her  bo- 
fom,  would  almoft  tempt  me  to  believe, 
that  fome  tender, — fome  unfortunate  at- 
tachment, had  made  an  impreffion  there? 
that  nothing  was  able  to  remove.  This 
fufpicion-  was  firfl  excited,  by  a  trifling 
B  3  circumftance, 
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circumftance,    which   I   fhall   relate  to 
you. 

On  coming  one  evening  into  Mrs  Gre- 
ville's  apartment,  where  I  ufually  found 
her  charming  daughter  at  work,  or  read- 
ing aloud  to  her  mother,  I  was  alarmed 
at  her  abfence,  and  haftily  enquired  whe- 
ther fhe  was  ill?  I  really  do  not  think 
Julia  in  fuch  perfedt  health  as  I  could 
wifh,  replied  fhe,  though,  from  fear  of 
injuring  mine,  fhe  perfifts  in  concealing 
from  me  the  caufe  of  her  uneafinefs.  Is 
fhe  gone  abroad  ?  demanded  I.  I  have 
infilled  on  her  walking  in  the  garden,  re- 
turned Mrs  Greville,  as  the  evening  is 
delightful. 

May  I  be  permitted  to  follow  and  en- 
quire after  her,  Madam?  faid  I.  Cer- 
tainly, Sir  Charles  ;  and  you  will  great- 
ly oblige  me,  if  you  will  try  to  perfuade 
her  to  remove  my  anxiety,  by  allowing 

me 
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me  to  confult  Dr  H — ,  which  Ihe  has  hi- 
therto oppofed  with  an  earneflnefs  very 
unlike  her  gentle  temper,  and  extreme- 
ly diftreffing  to  me* 

I  will  obey  you  with  pleafure,  my  dear 
Madam,  returned  I.  But  is  there  no 
danger  of  Mifs  Greville ,  confidermg  this 
intrufion  as  officious?  None  at  all,  Sir, 
replied  Ihe  r  Julia  efteems  you  as  you  de- 
ferve,  and  will  never  place  any  a&ion  of 
yours  to  a  wrong  motive;  far  lefs  one 
which  ihe  muft  fee  proceeds  entirely 
from  the  anxiety  of  a  mother. 

On  entering  the  garden,  I  looked 
round  in  vain  for  Mifs  Greville ;  but, 
as  it  is  very  extenfive,  and  a  thick  grove 
of  trees  intercepted  the  view  of  the  lower 
part,  I  walked  flowly  through  thefe, 
when,  on  making  another  flop,  I  percei- 
ved the  lovely  mourner  feated  in  a  little 
arbour,  pale  and  languishing  j  her  head 

refting 
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refting  on  one  hand,  and  holding  in  the 
other  a  letter,  which  fhe  feemed  to  per- 
ufe  with  much  emotion,  and  was  obli- 
ged often  to  lay  down,  to  wipe  away  thofe 
tears  that  ftreamed  from  her  downcaft 
eyes. 

Never  did  I  behold  a  more  affe&ing 
fpe&aele.  I  ftood  fome  moments  irrefo- 
lute,  whether  to  intrude  on  her  at  a  time 
fo  diftreffing,  or  to  return  to  the  houfe. 
Impelled  by  an  irrefiftible  curiofity,  to 
difcover  the  fource  of  her  forrows,  and  a 
fond  wifh  to  alleviate  them,  I  was  about 
to  advance,  when  railing  her  eyes  from 
the  letter,  fhe  perceived  me  Handing  in 
an  attitude  of  aftonifhment.  She  ftart- 
ed  up,  and,  with  a  face  covered  with 
blufhes,  and  a  look  of  the  utmoil  confu- 
fion,  haftily  put  the  letter  into  her  pock- 
et ;  and  approaching  me  with  a  bafhful 
and  hefitating  air,  endeavoured  to  accofl 
me  with  the  ufual  compliments ;  but  the 

words 
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words  died  on  her  lips,  and  fhe  remain- 
ed filent. 


1  was  almoii  as  much  difordered  as 
herfelf.  After  paufing  to  recover  my- 
felf,  I  fear,  Mifs  Greville,  faid  I,  I  am 
an  unwelcome  intruder.  Pray,  may  I 
requeft  to  know  whether  you  have  recei- 
ved any  bad  news  in  that  letter  which 
feemed  to  occafion  you  fo  much  di- 
ftrefs  ? 

A  deeper  blufh  overfpread  her  averted 
face,  and  fhe  replied,  in  a  low  and  tre- 
mulous voice,  "  The  diftrefling  circum- 
ftances  contained  in  that  letter,  Sir,  are 
long  fince  paft,  and  ought  to  be  forgot- 
ten for  ever."  There  was  fomething  in 
her  manner^of  pronouncing  this  fentence, 
that  precluded  all  farther  enquiry. 

I  then  informed  her  of  her  mother's 
anxiety,    and   apprehenfions   about  her 

health* 
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health,  and,  with  all  the  tender  concern 
I  felt,  urged  her  to  comply  with  Mrs 
Greville's  requeft.  With  the  moil  enga- 
ging fweetnefs,  fhe  replied,  I  am  truly 
grateful  to  you,  Sir  Charles,  for  your  ob- 
liging care  of  my  health,  which  I  affure 
you  is  perfe&ly  good.  My  dear  mother's 
fears  have  no  other  foundation,  than  that 
depreffion  of  fpirits  which  I  cannot  al- 
ways fhake  off;  and  for  which,  a  thou- 
fand  circumltances,  but  too  well  known 
both  to  her  and  you,  Sir,  may  eafily  ac- 
count. Perhaps  too  a  certain  feeling— a 
fenfe — a  too  deep  and  painful  fenfe  of  fa- 
vours I  can  never  repay,  adds  to  the  num- 
ber. Oh,  Sir  Charles,  it  is  delightful  to 
generous  minds  to  confer  obligations; 
but  you  know  not — you  never  can  know., 
how  painful  it  is  in  fome  fituations  to  re- 
ceive them. 


On 
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On  faying  this,  fhe  caft  down  her  love- 
ly intelligent  eyes,  which  fpoke  ftill 
more  plainly  her  meaning. 

For  the  firfl  time  in  my  life,  I  prefu- 
med  to  take  hold  of  her  hand,  on  which 
a  tear  had  fallen  in  filence,  and  prefling 
it  to  my  lips — I  will  not  affect  to  mifun- 
derftand  you,  mod  admirable  of  women, 
faid  1 5  but  if  you  would  not  make  me 
miferable,  do  not,  I  conjure  you,  do  not 
again  mention  the  word  obligation. 
What  gift  in  the  power  of  fortune  to  be- 
llow, can  equal  the  value  of  your  friend- 
ship— your  efteem ;  my  Julia,  let  me  fay 
your  tendernefs  !  I  paufed,  afraid  I  had 
gone  too  far.  On  fearching  in  her  mild 
eyes,  for  her  reply,  I  found  no  refent- 
ment  there,  but  faw  a  deadly  palenefs 
inftantly  fucceed  the  blufhes  occafioned 
by  the  former  part  of  our  converfation. 
She  heaved  a  deep  figh,  then  looking  up 
to  me  with  the  fweetnefs  of  an  angel — 

Be 
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Be  allured,  Sir  Charles,  my  gratitude, 
my  efteem  for  you,  fhall  be  as  lading  as 
that  life  which  your  friendfhip  will  ferve 
to  endear. 

Full  of  this  affecting  interview,  and 
ardently  defirous  of  difcovering  whether 
my  fufpicions  were  well  founded,  I  beg- 
ged Mifs  Greville  to  remain  a  few  mi- 
nutes, till  I  fhould  return,  and  give  her 
mother  an  account  of  my  embaffy .  Af- 
ter affuring  that  tender  parent,  that  her 
fears  were  without  foundation,  I  ventu- 
red, though  in  the  moft  delicate  terms, 
to  hint  my  jown* 

The  retired  manner  in  which  Julia 
has  fpent  her  life,  faid  this  amiable  wo- 
man, has  rendered  her  a  ftranger  to  the 
company  of  young  perfons  of  your  fex, 
unlefs  fuch  as  were  little  calculated  to 
make  any  imprefiion  on  a  heart  of  fuch 
delicacy  as  hers.  Indeed  I  am  convin- 
ced. 
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ced,  that  the  only  fentiments  fhe  har- 
bours there,  are  fuch  as  too  fondly  en- 
dear her  to  mine ;  and  that  her  melan- 
choly has  no  other  fource,  than  thofe 
which  are  too  apparent  to  the  world,  and 
muft  be  deeply  felt  by  one  fo  ftrongly 
imprefled  with  a  fenfe  of  filial  duty,  and 
fo  fearful  of  lofing  a  mother  endeared  to 
her  by  every  tie." 

Mifs  Greville  entering,  put  an  end  to 
this  difcourfe,  which  entirely  removed 
my  former  fufpicions.  She  rallied  her 
mother  with  great  fweetnefs,  on  her  re- 
folution  of  making  her  fickby  mere  force 
of  argument :  "  Your  opinion  weighs  fo 
much  with  me  on  all  occafions,  my  dear 
Madam,  added  Ihe,  that  you  really  muft 
not  perfift  in  it  any  longer,  left  I  fhould 
at  laft  be  perfuaded  both  out  of  my  health 
and  fenfes." 

Vol.  II.  C  We 
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We  pafled  the  reft  of  the  evening  moil 
agreeably.  Mifs  Greville  appeared  more 
eafy  and  cheerful  than  ufual.  Perhaps, 
Belford,  I  have  been  miftaken,  in  afcri- 
bing  to  indifference,  what  was  the  effect 
of  bafhfulnefs  alone. 

In  polite  circles,  girls  of  Rlifs  Gre- 
ville's  age  foon  exchange  their  natural  ti- 
midity, and  delicate  referve,  for  that  air 
of  the  world,  as  it  is  called ;  that  mix- 
ture of  boldnefs  and  familiarity,  which 
is  entirely  oppolite  to  the  female  charac- 
ter, and  difgufting  even  in  ours. 

The  fluency  with  which  they  defcant 
upon  trifles ;  their  extravagant  modes  t>f 
expreflion ;  their  impetuofity  and  keen- 
nefs,  "  whilft  with  a  vengeance  they 
commend  or  blame,"  are  all  fo  ftrikingly 
contrafted  by  the  modeft,  gentle,  un- 
afluming  manners  of  the  lovely  Julia, 
that  it  is  not  furprifing,  I  fhould  mifcon- 

ftrue 


M  I  S  S    G  R  E  V  I  L  L  E.        27 

flrue  appearances  which  are  fo  new  to 
me. 


Again  I  repeat,  it  is  from  time  and 
perfeverance,  I  mull  hope  to  obtain  that 
certainty,  which  I  now  fAnd  is  effential 
to  the  peace,  as  well  as  happinefs,  of 
Your  faithful  friend, 

Charles  Mortimer,. 

LETTER    XXXIX. 

Mifs  Greville  to  Mifs  Herbert, 

Hanvocd. 
Why  does  my  gentle  Maria  pain  my 
heart,  by  declining  to  accept  of  the  trin- 
kets I  fent  her,  and  for  which,  it  is  pro- 
bable, I  fhall  no  longer  have  any  occa- 
fion  ? 

You  talk  of  obligations,  Maria !     This 
is  not  the  language  of  friendlhip.     It  is 

C  2  for 
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for  me  to  adopt  this  ftyle ;  but  I  fpeak 
not  of  favours,  nor  wilh  to  return  yours, 
otherwife  than  by  putting  it  in  your 
power  more  and  more  to  oblige  me.  I 
may  be  wrong  j  but  this  appears  to  me 
the  only  proper  return  which  one  gene- 
rous mind  can  make  to  another.  To  re- 
ceive a  favour  with  a  good  grace,  re- 
quires a  certain  greatnefs  of  foul,  which 
our  natural  pride,  and  love  of  indepen- 
dence, render  it  very  difficult  to  exer- 
cife.  But  that  is  furely  an  unbecoming 
pride,  which  makes  us  revolt  againft  ob- 
ligations, conferred  by  thofe  we  efteem, 
and  wifli  to  render  happy.  I  ought  not 
to  blame  you,  however,  for  under-rating 
thofe  you  have  bellowed  on  me,  becaufe 
you  are  ignorant  of  the  value  of  fuch 
kind  attentions,  to  a  heart  fo  deeply 
wounded. — May  you  never  be  able  to 
judge  of  it  by  experience  ! 


Sir 
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Sir  Charles,  who  refides  at  the  Grove, 
continues  to  vifit  us  frequently.  He 
fpeaks  in  the  higheft  terms  of  that  wor- 
thy family,  and  I  heard  him  one  day, 
when  in  company  with  my  father,  be- 
llow the  greatefl  encomiums  on  Mr  Ri- 
vers, with  whom  he  was  at  college.  My 
father  looked  grave,  fixed  his  eyes  on 
me,  and  immediately  changed  the  fub- 
jecl.  I  have  converfed  on  feveral  occa- 
lions  with  Sir  Charles,  and  always  find 
new  reafon  to  admire  the  noblenefs  of  his 
fentiments,  and  benevolence  of  his  heart. 
Had  mine  been  in  my  power  to  bellow, 
I  am  fure  I  never  could  have  found  an 
objedt  more  deferring,  both  of  my  eileem 
and  tender nefs.  But  that  way waid  heart, 
Maria,  feeks  only  for  reafons  to  jullify 
its  indifference  to  a  man,  who  evidently 
beholds  me  with  partiality,  and  treats 
me,  on  all  occafions,  with  fuch  refped- 
ful  attention,  as  demands  my  utmoll  gra- 
titude, 

C3  1 
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I  never  felt  myfelf  more  at  a  lofs  with 
regard  to  the  conduft  I  ought  to  purfue 
than,  at  prefent.  Averfe  to  give  pain, 
and  incapable  of  ingratitude,  I  cannot 
treat  Sir  Charles  with  that  coldnefs  and 
diilance,  which,  to  be  truly  generous,  I 
ought  perhaps  to  afTume.  Sometimes  I 
flatter  myfelf  that  I  am  miftaken,  and 
that  good-breeding,  friendfhip,  or  hu- 
manity alone,  diftate  thofe  attentions  he 
pays  me.  Ah,  Maria  !  fain  would  I  think 
thus ;  but  the  feelings  of  this  apprehen- 
five  heart,  too  well  convince  me  of  the 
nature  of  his.  The  fame  watchful  re- 
gard to  my  flighteft  comfort  or  conve- 
nience ;  the  fame  lively  pleafure  in  obli- 
ging mte ;  the  fame  anxious  folicitude  a- 
bout  my  health  ;  the  fame  conftant  defire 
to  render  me  happy  ;  in  fhort,  the  fame 
ardent  paflion  which  in  Rivers  taught  me 
to  love,  in  Mortimer  teaches  me  to  fear. 
- — Alas  !  have  I  not  caufe  to  fear  ?  Has 
not   this  fatal,  this  delufive  tendernefe, 

already 
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already  occafioned  me  feverer  pangs,  than 
can  arife  from  any  other  fpecies  of  difap- 
pointment  ?  Every  time  I  think  of  the 
poffibility  of  facrificing  the  peace  of  this 
excellent  young  man,  and  deceiving  him, 
perhaps,  by  my  unguarded  condudt,  my 
heart  fickens  with  felf-reproach.  Who 
Ihould  be  fo  watchful  over  the  peace  of 
others,  as  one  who  knows  its  full  value, 
by  its  long  ab fence  from  her  own  bofom  ? 
Who  Ihould  be  fo  averfe  to  infpire  that 
fatal  paffion,  as  flie  who  has  fuffered  fo 
cruelly  by  its  indulgence  ? 

With  your  ufual  fenfe  and  goodnefs, 
think  for  me,  and  advife  me,  my  ever- 
amiable  friend  ;  for  indeed  at  prefent  I 
am  unable  to  think  for  myfelf. 

Perhaps  fome  fortunate,  fome  unfore- 
seen circumftance  may  occur,  and  deli- 
ver me  from  my  difficulties ;  at  leaft  I 
will  hope   fo*     Often,    when   our   pra- 

fpects 
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fpedls  are  moil  gloomy,  and  our  way 
moll  perplexed,  that  unfeen  hand,  which 
diredls  the  courfe  of  all  human  affairs,  is 
flretched  out  for  our  deliverance,  and 
condu&s  our  fleps  to  fafety  and  peace. 
Confcious  of  the  re&itude  of  my  inten- 
tions, I  commit  the  ilfue  of  my  conduit 
to  that  Being,  whom  it  is  my  unfeigned 
defire  to  pleafe ;  who  will  confirm  the 
good  refolutions  he  infpires,  and  never 
forfake  thofe  that  trull  in  him.  Adieu, 
dearelt  Maria,  adieu. 

Julia  Greville. 

LETTER    XL. 

To  the  fame. 

HarwoocL 

Ah,  Maria  !  there  is  no  longer  a  pof- 
fibility  of  fhutting  my  eyes  to  the  truth. 
An  accident  lafl  night,  of  a  very  Angu- 
lar 
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lar  nature,  led  to  the  difcovery  of  thofe 
fentiments,  which  I  have  long  fufpedled 
were  the  fprings  of  Sir  Charles's  gene- 
rous condudt.  Yet  let  me  not  be  unjuft, 
amidft  that  anguifh  and  perplexity,  he 
has  unknowingly  occafioned  me.  Com- 
panion alone  fuggefted  the  relief  of  my 
father  j  the  plan  he  propofed  with  that 
view,  was  concerted  before  we  had  pall- 
ed an  hour  together,  and  executed  al- 
moft  as  foon  as  concerted. 

Goodnefs,  like  his,  is  fo  lingular,  that, 
not  being  able  to  account  for  it  on  the 
principles  that  actuate  the  generality  of 
mankind,  we  are  bafe  enough  to  derive 
it  from  motives  which  greatly  leflen,  if 
not  deftroy  its  merit. 

The  evening  being  remarkably  fine, 
Sir  Charles  begged  permiflion  to  attend 
me  on  horfeback,  to  view  a  cafcade  of 
an  extraordinary  height,  and  beautiful 

appearance. 
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appearance,  about  five  miles  from  hence, 
which  falls  over  a  rock  with  vail  rapidi- 
ty ;  part  of  which  is  broken  into  fuch  a 
variety  of  ihapes,  as  prefent  the  moll 
romantic  and  agreeable  images.  The 
fcenery  around  is  remarkably  wild  and 
pidlurefque,  and  finely  fuited  to  the  fub- 
lime  ideas  which,  in  fuch  a  place,  one  is 
naturally  led  to  indulge.  We  commit- 
ted our  horfes  to  our  attendants,  and  de~ 
fcended,  though  with  a  good  deal  of  dif- 
ficulty, to  view  the  cavern  into  which 
the  torrent  falls.  The  prodigious  noife, 
occafioned  by  the  cafcade,  prevented  the 
poffibility  of  converfing.  We  were, 
therefore,  obliged  to  exprefs  our  mutual 
admiration  by  looks  and  figns. 

Having  fatisfied  our  curiofity,  we  were 
about  to  return,  when  our  attention  was 
again  recalled,  by  one  of  the  moll  lin- 
king figures  I  ever  beheld.  It  was  a  gen- 
teel young  woman,  drefied  in  a  white  li- 
nen 
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nen  gown,  without  any  ornaments.  Her 
fine  features  were  ftiaded  with  a  ftraw 
hat  in  the  fimpleft  form,  which  height- 
ened the  extreme  delicacy  of  her  com- 
plexion. She  flood  leaning  againft  one 
of  the  rocks,  and,  with  a  pencil  and 
fmall  paper-book  in  her  hand,  appeared 
to  be  taking  fome  iketches  of  the  fur- 
rounding  landfcape,  which  indeed  was 
fuited  to  the  genius  of  a  Salvator.  At  her 
foot  fat  a  beautiful  girl,  feemingly  about 
four  years  of  age,  watching  a  little  dog, 
who  lay  afleep  by  her  fide.  Her  lap  was 
filled  with  wild  pinks  and  dailies,  which 
profufely  enamelled  the  turf;  and  fhe 
had  taken  off  her  bonnet,  which  flie  was 
ornamenting  with  thefe,  in  a  very  pretty 
and  fanciful  manner. 

Our  aftonifhment  could  only  be  equal- 
led by  our  pleafure,,  on  beholding  this 
little   group.     The   appearance  of  this 
ftranger,  in  a  place  fo  very  retired,  exci- 
ted 
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ted  in  us  the  moll  ardent  curiolity ;  and, 
though  I  was  unwilling  to  intrude  upon 
her,  I  flopped  a  while,  in  hopes  Ihe 
might  look  up.  The  fweet  child,  unno- 
ticed by  her  mother,  who  was  intent  on 
her  work,  and  prevented,  by  the  noife 
of  the  water,  from  hearing  her  ftir,  got 
up,  and  running  to  the  fide  of  the 
bank  which  hung  over  the  river,  her  foot 
flipped,  and  Ihe  fell  down. 

Sir  Charles,  with  a  fpeed  like  light- 
ning, flew  to  the  relief  of  the  child  ; 
whofe  clothes,  having  fortunately  caught 
hold  of  the  root  of  a  tree,  was  prevent- 
ed, by  that  circumftance,  from  drown- 
ing. The  poor  mother,  on  railing  her 
eyes,  and  milling  the  child,  flew,  almoft 
frantic,  to  the  brink  of  the  precipice; 
from  whence  Ihe  had  the  comfort  of  fee- 
ing her  little  darling  in  fafety,  in  the 
arms  of  Sir  Charles ;  who,  with  looks  of 

fincere 


MISS    GREVILLE.         37 

iincere  pleafure,  reftored  her  to  thofe  of 
her  trembling  mother. 

# 
She  raifed  her  fine  eyes  to  heaven,  and 
thanked  God  for  this  almoft  miraculous 
prefervation  of  her  child.  She  next  en- 
deavoured to  exprefs  her  gratitude  to  her 
benefactor;  but,  on  feeing  me,  flie  start- 
ed, turned  pale,  and  trembled  fo  vio- 
lently, that  I  was  afraid  of  her  fainting. 
When  (he  a  little  recovered  herfelf,  Ihe 
withdrew  her  eyes  from  me,  as  if  afraid 
of  giving  me  pain  ;  made  the  moft  grace- 
ful acknowledgments  for  our  humanity ; 
and  expreffed  fincere  regret  for  the  trou- 
ble Ihe  and  her  child  had  occafloned. 

Sir  Charles  politely  offered  her  his  arm, 
to  affift  her  in  climbing  the  hill,  and  re- 
quefted  me  to  accept  of  the  other.  When 
we  reached  the  top  of  it,  "  My  little  cot- 
tage, Sir,  faid  ihe,  is  hard  by;  and 
though  I  am  afhamed  to  aik  a  lady  and 

Vol*  II.  D  gentleman 
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gentleman  of  your  appearance  to  vifit 
it,  I.fhall  think  myfelf  ftill  farther  in- 
debted to  your  goodnefs,  if  you  will 
deign  to  accept  of  fuch  fimple  refrefh- 
ment  as  I  can  offer."  The  genteel  manner 
in  which  this  fpeech  was  delivered,  only 
added  to  the  defire  we  had  to  inform  our- 
felves  further  as  to  the  name  and  fituation 
of  this  elegant  and  interefting  ftranger. 

During  our  walk,  I  obferved  her  eyes 
often  fixed  on  me,  with  a  look  of  earneft 
forrow,  that  exceedingly  affedted  me; 
and,  on  hearing  Sir  Charles  pronounce 
my  name,  Ihe  feemed  quite  amazed,  and 
fuddenly  exclaimed,  "  Blefs  me,  Ma- 
dam !  is  not  Clifford  your  name  ?  I 
could  not  help  imagining,  from  the  ftri- 
king  refemblance,  that  you  were  lifter 
to"— here  a  faint  blufh  overfpread  her 
cheek,  and  fhe  flopped.  Indeed,  Madam, 
replied  I,  there  is  none  of  my  connec- 
tions who  bear  that  name. 

My 
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My  father  is  Mr  Greville  of  fiarwood, 
about  five  miles  from  hence,  where  I 
would  be  very  happy  to  fee' you,  and  im- 
prove the  accident  of  this  morning,  to 
the  purpofe  of  making  us  better  acquaint- 
ed with  each  other.  Again  a  blufh  co- 
vered the  face  of  the  ftranger ;  fhe  hea- 
ved a  deep  figh  ;  but  anfwered  only  with 
a  courtefy. 

By  this  time  we  reached  her  dwelling,, 
which  refembled  the  habitation  of  fome 
aerial,  rather  than  terreftrial  being.  E- 
very  thing  around  it  wore  the  air  of  in- 
chantment.  It  was  covered  with  thatch, 
and  fituated  on  the  brow  of  a  beautiful 
little  eminence,  embroidered  with  dai- 
lies, and  inclofed  with  a  hedge  of  fweet- 
brier.  At  the  bottom  ran  a  brook,  which 
divided  the  inclofure  from  a  fmall  gar- 
den, filled  with  herbs,  roots,  and  flow- 
ers* 

D  2  Both 
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Both  Sir  Charles  and  I  expreffed  our 
admiration  of  this  delightful  fpot ;  but 
the  vivacity  of  our  emotions  was  checked 
by  that  air  of  melancholy  which  feemed 
to  have  taken  poffeffion  of  the  ftranger. 

Having  begged  our  excufe  a  few  mi- 
nutes, fhe  retired,  and  left  us  at  liberty 
to  examine  the  furniture  of  her  apart- 
ment. 

It  was  elegant,  and  nicely  clean.  A 
fine  enamelled  watch  hung  over  the 
mantle-piece.  A  piano-forte,  and  a  neat 
mahogany  book-cafe,  filled  with  a  pretty 
afibrtment  of  books,  increafed  our  afto- 
nifhment,  and  excited,  I  believe,  in  both 
our  minds,  fome  fufpicions  no  way  to  the 
advantage  of  our  hoftefs. 

She  returned  with  no  other  attendant 
than  the  fweet  little  child,  who  carried 
fome  cake  on  a  waiter,  whilft  her  mo- 
ther 
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ther  brought  fome  fruit  in  one  hand,  and 
a  bafon  of  cream  in  the  other. 


"  My  remote  fituation,  faid  fhe,  (be- 
ing feveral  miles  diftant  from  any  town 
or  neighbour,  except  the  farmer,  who 
fupplies  me  with  fuch  provifions  as  the 
country  affords),  mull  plead  my  excufe 
for  prefenting  my  guefts  with  fuch  home- 
ly fare  ;  but,  fhould  they  ever  honour 
me  with  another  viiit,  I  hope  I  fhall  be 
able  to  entertain  them  in  a  manner  more 
fuitable  to  my  fenfe  of  their  goodnefs." 

After  having  accepted  this  fimple  treaty 
with  all  the  complacency  fuch  hofpitali- 
ty  demanded,  we  rofe  to  take  farewell  of 
our  elegant' hoftefs.  "I  fhall  certainly 
direct  my  airings  often  this  way,  faid  J^ 
fince  you,  Madam,  obligingly  affure  me, 
that  I  fhall  be  made  a  welcome  gueft  at 
this  delightful  cottage.  Pray,  may  I  re- 
queft  to  know  the  name  of  its  obliging 

D  3  miftrefs?" 


42        MISS    GREVILLE. 

miftrefs  ?"  My  name,  Madam,  replied 
ihe,  is  Clifford.  So  faying,  we  parted  ; 
and  I  returned  home  fo  full  of  my  morn- 
ing's adventure,  that  I  immediately  com- 
municated it  to  my  mother, 

I  was  both  furprifed  and  mortified,  at 
the  calmnefs  with  which  lhe  liftened  to 
my  narration,  and  the  praifes  I  bellowed 
on  this  fair  unknown,  "  It  is  one  unhap- 
py effe&,  my  dear,  faid  lhe,  of  an  exten- 
live  knowledge  of  the  world,  to  render 
us  cautious  and  fufpicious,  and  to  check 
that  fweet  benevolence,  that  glows  in  the 
bofom  of  uncorrupted  youth, 

I  do  not  wilh  to  reprefs,  but  to  regu- 
late your  fentiments,  by  the  prudence 
which  experience  fupplies. 

Always  believe  the  beft  you  can  of 
your  fpecies ;  but  remember,  that  ap- 
pearances are   often  fallacious,   and,  if 

trufted 
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trailed  on  every  occafion,  may  betray 
you  into  error,  and  even  danger.  The 
children  of  misfortune  have  a  claim,  not 
only  to  fympathy  and  relief,  but  to  re- 
fpedt ;  becaufe  they  are  peculiarly  fenfi- 
ble  to  the  wounds  inffidted  by  careleff- 
nefs  or  negledi.  Small  favours,  and  quiet 
attentions,  excite  a  more  pleafing  and 
tender  gratitude,  in  minds  of  real  delica- 
cy, than  great  obligations.  We  are  op- 
preffed  with  a  fenfe  of  the  latter,  and 
the  feeling  of  confcious  inferiority  which 
they  awaken,  is  always  painful ;  but  the 
former  is  foothing  to  our  felf-love,  with- 
out wounding  our  pride  or  generofity. 
Splendid  a&ions  too,  are  often  the  effeft 
of  vanity ;  conftant  attentions  are  always 
the  offspring  either  of  friendfhip  or  hu- 
manity. 

In  the  prefent  cafe,  there  appears  to 
me,  my  Julia,  great  reafon  for  giving 
you  this  admonition, 

Mrs 
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Mrs  Clifford's  fituation  gives  room  for 
unfavourable  conjectures.  Let  us  do  no- 
thing rafhly,  but  take  every  prudent  me- 
thod to  obtain  certain  knowledge  of _  her 
character.  I  hope  fhe  will  prove  worthy 
of  your  efteem.  If  not,  fhe  will,  on  that 
very  account,  be  the  more  deferving  of 
compaffion. " 

In  the  evening,  Sir  Charles  propofed 
a  walk  in  the  wood ;  to  which  I  readily 
confented,  being  defirous  of  talking  over 
the  affair  with  him  without  witneffes. 

I  plainly  fee,  Sir  Charles,  faid  I,  that 
this  amiable  and  interefting  flranger  is 
unhappy ;  nor  fhall  I  be  at  eafe  till  I  dif- 
cover  the  caufe  of  it.  Perhaps  want  of 
fortune  may  occaiion  her  diflrefs ;  for  I 
remarked  fhe  had  no  fervant.  Yet,  alas  ! 
in  this  cafe,  what  can  I  do  more  than  pi- 
ty her  ? — If  fhe  is  unhappy,  I  will  love 

her 


MISS   GREVILLE.        45 

her  the  more  ;  my  fympathy  perhaps  may 
afford  her  fome  relief. 


Is  it  poffible,  Mifs  Greville,  demand- 
ed Sir  Charles,  looking  at  me  with  a 
kind  of  mournful  earneftnefs,  that  your 
heart,  can  take  fo  lively  an  intereft  in  a 
ftranger  ?  or  that  to  be  unhappy,  forms 
a  claim,  not  only  on  your  compaffion,  but 
your  love  ?  I  bhifhed,  and  immediately 
perceiving  to  what  this  queftion  led,  an- 
fwered  with  fome  hefitation,  "  For  one 
of  my  own  fex  I  certainly  feel  in  this 
manner,  but" — Here  I  Hopped,  and  Sir 
Charles,  regarding  me  with  diffidence, 
after  a  fhort  paufe — "  I  fee,  anfwered  he, 
with  a  deep  figh,  I  fee,  amiable  Julia, 
your  generous  caution — your  averfion  to 
give  pain :  but  furely,  if  to  be  a  prey 
to  continual  anxiety,  doubt,  and  appre- 
henfion  ;  if  to  wifh  for  your  approbation 
above  all  things,  yet  almofl  to  defpair  of 
obtaining  your  favour ;  if  this  is  to  be 

unhappy, 
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unhappy,  I  may  at  leaft  claim  that  pity 
which  you  are  always  ready  to  bellow 
on  the  unfortunate,  if  I  dare  not  hope 
for  that  love,  which  exalted  worth  alone 
can  deferve."  Oh  !  Sir  Charles,  I  replied, 
in  the  utmoft  agitation,  talk  no  more  to 
me  in  this  flyle  :  you  will  for  ever  deflroy 
that  friendfhip  and  confidence  which  at 
prefent  fubfifts  between  us.  "No,  deareft 
Mifs  Greville,  interruptedhe,  with  viva- 
city, I  would  only  render  that  friendfhip 
more  animated  and  fecure,  by  uniting  it 
with  the  beft  affe&ions  of  our  fouls.  For* 
tune,  believe  me,  was  never  the  objed 
of  my  wifhes ;  but,  if  permitted  to  fhare 
it  with  you,  I  fhall  then  regard  it  as  a 
peculiar  bleffing,  as  it  will  fupply  plea- 
fures  to  that  enlarged  and  benevolent 
heart,  whofe  flighteft  wifh,  it  would  be 
my  conftant  ftudy  to  prevent.'" 

I  know  not  what  anfwer  I  made  to 
this  fpeech.     It  threw  me  into  fuch  per- 
plexity 
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plexity  and  diftrefs,  that  Sir  Charles, 
perceiving  the  anguifh  of  my  mind9 
ftrove  to  relieve  me,  by  changing  the 
converfation.  He  again  refumed  the 
fubjeft  of  Mrs  Clifford,  and  afked,  whe- 
ther I  would  not  go  and  make  her  ano- 
ther viiit  ?  I  think  your  next,  faid  he, 
ihould  be  without  witnefTes  ;  as  the  pre- 
fence  of  a  third  perfon  may  throw  a  re- 
ftraint  on  your  converfation.  When  you 
chufe  to  go,  I  will  attend  you  to  the  cot- 
tage, and  return  for  you,  after  lengthen- 
ing my  ride* 

I  was  much  pleafed  with  this  inftance 
of  Sir  Charles's  delicacy,  who,  I  plainly 
perceived,  entertained  the  fame  fufpi- 
cions  that  I  did,  and  perhaps  wdfhed  me 
at  once  to  be  fatisfied  with  regard  to  the 
propriety  of  continuing  my  connection 
with  Mrs  Clifford. 
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I  thanked  him  for  his  polite  offer  to 
efcort  me ;•  and  telling  him,  I  would 
gladly  accept  of  it  on  fome  future  occa- 
lion,  we  parted  for  the  evening. 

Never,  Maria,  never  have  I  experien- 
ced a  flate  of  more  diftrefsful  irrefolution 
than  at  prefent.  You  fay  juftly,  Never 
can  I  hope  to  enter  the  marriage-ftate 
with  fairer  profpe&s ;  never  fhall  I  meet 
with  a  man  of  more  real  worth,  amiable 
manners,  and  unexceptionable  character, 
than  Sir  Charles  Mortimer.  Yet  ah,  my 
friend !  is  it  poffible  that  you,  you  to  whom 
all  the  weaknefs  of  my  foul  has  been  con- 
fided, fhould  urge  me  to  marry  Sir 
Charles?  Believe  me,  I  fhudder  with 
horror  at  the  bare  idea  of  fuch  injuftice. 
What/!  in  return  for  the  mod  generous 
and  tender  affe&ion,  the  moil  unfufpi- 
cious  and  confiding  friendfhip,  fhould  I 
bring  to  the  bofom  of  a  hufband,  a  heart 
yet  bleeding  with  recent  perfidy,  fubje6t 

to 
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to  grief,  refentment,  and  endlefs  regrets; 
labouring,  perhaps  ineffectually,  to  for- 
get or  conceal  the  paft,  without  being  a* 
ble  to  enjoy  the  prefent ;  the  fource  of 
care  and  anxiety,  inftead  of  comfort  and 
joy  ;  the  deftroyer,  inftead  of  the  prefer- 
ver  of  his  peace  !  Oh,  Maria !  it  muft 
not,  cannot  be, 

I  greatly  fear,  the  endeavours  of 
Sir  Charles,  to  fave  my  father  from 
ruin,  are  all  in  vain.  Never,  furely, 
was  infatuation  equal  to  his  !  On  going 
down  ft  airs  this  evening,  I  found  a  man 
waiting  for  him  at  the  door,  with  a  couple 
of  fine  hunters,  which  he  has  juft  pur- 
chafed.  My  mother  once  more  attempt- 
ed, though  in  the  gentleft  manner,  to  re- 
mind him,  that  it  was  no  longer  our  own 
fortune,  but  that  of  Sir  Charles  Mortimer, 
on  which  we  fhould  incroach,  if  we  conti- 
nued to  live  beyond  our  income.  My 
father  replied  to  this  remonftrance,  in  a 

Vol,  II,  E  manner 
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manner  fo  indecent,  that  I  will  not  fhock 
you  with  the  repetition.  Alas,  Maria ! 
where  fhall  I  look  for  relief?  I  am  fur- 
rounded  with  dangers,  which  I  have  nei- 
ther ftrength  to  conquer,  nor  fkill  to  e- 
lude.  My  mind  is  diftra&ed  with  oppo- 
fite  and  contending  pafiions.  I  am  doubt- 
ful of  the  path  I  ought  to  purfue  j  and 
perhaps  unable  to  purfue  it,  if  known. 
Pray  with  me,  deareft  Maria !  O  pray 
that  Heaven  may  dired  your  friend  ;  for 
fhe  is  bewildered  in  a  labyrinth,  from 
which  fhe  fees- no  way   left  to   efcape. 

Adieu. 

Julia  Greville. 


LETTER    XLI. 

Mifs  Herbert  to  Mifs  Greville. 

London. 

No,  my  Julia,  no  :  Your  friend  would 
not  urge  you  to  marry  Sir  Charles  Mor- 
timer, 
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timer,  were  fhe  not  confident,  that  fuch 
an  union  would  prove  the  means  of  your 
lafting  and  mutual  happinefs.  I  would 
not  have  you  carry  fear,  forrow,  and 
conftraint,  into  the  bofom  of  an  affec- 
tionate hufoand  ;  but  I  would  have  you 
learn,  by  giving  fcope  to  the  natural 
tendernefs  and  generolity  of  your  hearty 
to  exchange  thefe  painful  feelings,  for  e- 
fteem,  confidence,  and  even  love  itfelf. 

Start  not,  my  amiable  Julia  !  If  feem- 
ing  worth  in  Rivers,  even  on  fhort  ac- 
quaintance, could  make  fo  deep  and  laft- 
ing an  impreffion  on  that  gentle  heart, 
what  effeits  wrill  not  the  daily  difcovery 
of  real  goodnefs  in  Mortimer  produce 
there,  and  tender  affection,  of  which  yen 
will  be  the  fole  objedl,  through  a  long 
and  happy  life  ? 

I  know  that  fuch  a  heart  as  yours,  can- 
not long  exift  without  an  object  ;  and  am 

E-  2  perfuaded* 
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perfuaded,  that  the  gratitude  excited  by 
a  condudl  fo  noble  and  difinterefted  as 
that  of  Sir  Charles,  would  be  a  fecurity, 
not  only  for  your  conduct,  but  your  fen- 
timents. 

It  was  your  misfortune  to  be  placed  in 
circumftances,  that  left  no  room  for  the 
exercife  of  your  ufual  prudence,  and 
which  compelled  you,  as  it  were,  to  fol- 
low, where  the  firfl;  generous  impulfe  of 
your  nature  led  the  way.  You  allowed 
your  heart  to  determine  in  favour  of  a 
man,  whofe  merits  your  judgment  had 
not  weighed  ;  and  of  whofe  temper,  the 
moll  effential  circumftance  in  the  matri- 
monial union,  you  had  no  opportunity  of 
acquiring  a  thorough  knowledge. 

Look  back,  my  beloved  Julia,  on  the 
fatal  confequences  of  fudden  prepoflef- 
fions,  and  thank  Heaven  which  affords 
you  an   opportunity  of   weighing  with 

impartiality, 
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impartiality,  and  determining  with  pru- 
dence. I  know  your  foul  would  fpum 
the  difhoneft  thought,  of  forming  the 
moll  important  of  all  connections  from 
prudential  motives  alone.  Yet  furely,  in 
your  very  peculiar  circumftances,  thefe 
fhould  be  allowed  their  proper  influence 
in  determining  your  conduct* 

Surely  the  comfort  of  a  fond  and  af- 
flicted mother,  the  happinefs  of  a  fincere 
refpectabie  lover,  the  enlarged  power  of 
doing  good,  and  of  becoming  an  exalted 
pattern  of  ail  thofe  virtues  which  at  pre- 
fent  you  can  only  love  and  admire,, 
ought  to  have  much  weight  with  benevo- 
lence and  rectitude  like  yours, 

Above  all,  the  fecurity  of  being  pla- 
ced beyond  the  reach  of  thofe  Ihocking 
infults,  and  daring  outrages,  to  which 
youth,  beauty,  and  dependence^  expofe 
our  helplefs  fex. 

E  3  But 
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But,  though  I  wifh  to  fuggeft,  I  do  not 
mean  to  urge  you.  Too  facred  do  I  hold 
that  mofl  folemn  of  all  engagements,  to 
wifh  my  Julia  fliould  form  it,  unlefs  fhe 
ihould  be  confcious  of  fuch  a  preference 
for  Sir  Charles,  as  would  enable  her  to 
bellow  her  hand  without  reluctance.  Af- 
ter all,  my  beloved  friend,  it  is  your  own 
feelings,  your  own  fenfe  and  delicacy, 
that  muft  fix  your  refolution  on  the  pre- 
fent  occafion* 

I  am  anxious  to  learn  fomething  more 
of  the  fair  reclufe.  I  need  not  defire 
you  to  write  foon  ;  for  your  indulgence 
keeps  pace  with  the  wifhes  of  your  truly 
affe&ionate 

Maria  Herbert* 


LETTER 
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Mifs  Greville  to  Mifs  Herbert. 

Harwood. 

Oh,  Maria  !  what  a  tale  have  I  to  un- 
fold !  and  how  unable  am  I  for  the  tafk ! 
How  my  heart  fickens  at  the  vices  of  the 
world — how  it  fighs  to  efcape  from  its 
forrows  !  Surely,  my  deareft  friend,  it 
is  juftly  termed  a  valley  of  tears.  For 
one  day  paffed  in  tranquil  enjoyment, 
how  many  do  we  w7afte  in  bitternefs  and 
forrow  !  Nor  are  even  the  moil  ferene 
entirely  free  from  clouds  and  ftorms. 
From  the  cradle  to  the  grave,  man  is  li- 
able to  accident,  expofed  to  mifery,  and 
tributary  to  affli&ion. 

I  wonder  not  at  the  anxiety  you  ex- 
prefs  to  be  made  acquainted  with  my  un- 
fortunate 
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fortunate  reclufe.  She  is  indeed  one  of 
the  moil  amiable  and  engaging  of  wo- 
men. As  I  really  wifhed  to  be  at  liberty 
to  vifit  her  alone,  I  fei  out  earlier  than  u~ 
fual  on  my  morning's  expedition.  When 
I  reached  the  cottage,  I  found  her  feat- 
ed  at  work,  with  the  fame  appearance  of 
neatnefs  as  formerly ;  but,  being  without 
a  hat,  I  had  now  a  better  view  of  her 
fine,  though  faded  face,  which  had  an 
expreilion  of  the  moil  pathetic  forrow  in. 
it,  I  ever  beheld. 

She  thanked  me,  with  eyes  full  of 
tears,  for  fo  foon  fulfilling  the  promife  I 
had  made,  of  revifiting  her  cottage.  I 
have  no  companion  here,  Madam,  faid 
fhe,  but  my  little  Clara  ;  and  her  inno- 
cent prattle  is,  at  times,  too  affecting  for 
my  weak  fpirits. 

I  am  forry,  Madam,  replied  I,  to  fee 
a  perfon  of  your  appearance  and  educa- 
tion, 
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tion,  in  a  pface  fo  mean  and  obfcure ; 
and  I  hope  you  will  impute  the  que- 
ftion  to  a  better  motive  than*curiofity, 
when  I  prefume  to  enquire  the  caufe  of 
your  living  in  this  manner !  Indeed  Mifs 
Greville,  faid  fhe,  you  are  fo  very  gen- 
tle and  companionate,  that  I  fhall  make 
no  fcruple  to  acquaint  you  with  my  un- 
fortunate ftory ;  though  I  fear  you  will 
not  be  able  to  acquit  me  of  great  impru- 
dence in  the  commencement  of  it.  Hea- 
ven knows,  my  punifhment  has  at  leaft 
equalled  my  error ! 

My  father  has  a  fmall  eftate  in  York- 
fliire ;  and,  having  feveral  other  chil- 
dren, to  avoid  the  expence  of  their  edu- 
cation, I  being  the  eldeft,  he  enlarged 
the  plan  of  mine,  that  I  might  the  better 
affift  in  inftru&ing  my  lifters.  An  aunt, 
who  had  been  my  god-mother,  and  pro- 
mifed  to  make  me  her  heir,  ufually  invi- 
ted me  to  fpend  fome  weeks  with  her  be- 
fore 
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fore  the  races.  About  five  years  ago,  I  ac- 
cordingly came  to  York,  to  partake  in  the 
amufements  of  that  gay  feafon,  when  one 
night,  at  the  affembly,  it  was  my  misfor- 
tune to  befeen  by  a  gentleman  of  the  name 
of  Clifford  ;   who,  being  pleafed  with  my 
appearance,  got  himfelf  introduced  to  me 
as  a  partner,  by  one  of  the  company.     He 
was  remarkably  affiduous  in  his  atten- 
tions to  me ;  and,  though  confiderably 
older,  had  fomething  fo  infinuating  in 
his  manner  and  converfation,  that  I  made 
no  fcruple  to  admit  his  vifits  at  my  aunt's, 
after   having   acquainted   her  with   the 
name  of  the  perfon  by  whom  he  wTas  in- 
troduced to  me.     He  foon  became  my 
profeffed  lover  ;  but,  telling  me,  that  his 
whole  dependence  was  on  an  uncle,  from 
whom  he  had  very  high  expectations,  he 
entreated  me  to  conceal  our  attachment 
from  my  aunt.  After  a  thoufand  arts  toin- 
finuate  himfelf  into  my  confidence  and  af- 
fection, in  which  he  was  but  too  fuccefs- 

ful. 
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ful,  he  came  one  day  in  great  hafte  to 
inform  me,  that  his  uncle  was  fuddenly 
taken  ill ;  and  conjured  me,  as  the  lafl 
proof  of  that  tendernefs  I  had  confeffed 
for  him,  to  confent  to  a  private  marriage, 

and  accompany  him  to fhire,  where 

the  death  of  his  uncle  would  foon  fet  him 
at  liberty  to  avow  his  choice  to  the 
whole  world,  as  well  as  enable  me  to  be- 
friend and  affift  my  father's  family. 

My  utter  ignorance  of  that  world,  Mifs 
Greville,  can  alone  excufe  my  rafh  cre- 
dulity. That  very  evening,  having  pre- 
pared every  thing  for  my  elopement,  I 
left  the  houfe  of  my  kind  relation,  met 
him  at  an  inn,  where  we  were  married 
by  a  clergyman  of  his  acquaintance,  and 
fet  off  immediately  for {hire. 

He  brought  me  to  this  cottage,  which 
was  only  inhabited  by  an  old  woman, 
who  continued  to  ad  in  the  capacity  of 

my 
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my  fervant.  Pretending  to  receive  let- 
ters,  acquainting  him  with  his  uncle's 
recovery,  he  told  me  it  would  be  abfo- 
lutely  neceffary  for  us  to  conceal  our 
marriage  for  a  little  while.  To  this  I 
cheerfully  confented,  having  no  fufpicion 
of  his  honour,  and  finding  all  my  happi- 
nefs  in  promoting  his. 

He  frequently  left  me,  but  always  re- 
turned with  redoubled  fondnefs.  He 
purchafed  thefe  books,  a  piano-forte,  and 
every  thing  that  could  promote  my  a- 
mufement.  Six  months  pafled  in  this 
agreeable  manner,  without  any  thing 
having  occurred  to  awaken  the  flighteft 
fufpicion  on  my  part.  At  length  he  be- 
gan to  leave  me  more  frequently,  and  to 
be  longer  abfent  from  me  than  at  firft ; 
and  when  he  returned,  I  could  not  help 
remarking,  that  he  was  often  thought- 
ful, and  even  peevifh ;  and  that  my 
cheerfulnefs  and  carefles,  inftead  of  gi- 
ving 
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ving  him  pleafure  as  formerly,  feemed  to 
be  troublefome,  or  at  leaft  infipid  to  him. 
It  was  impoflible  not  to  obferve  fo  vifible 
an  alteration,  nor  could  I  help  complaining 
of  it ;  at  the  fame  time  entreating  him  to 
tell  me,  if  there  was  any  thing  in  my 
conduit  or  manner  difpleafing  to  him, 
that  he  might  judge,  by  my  earneftnefs 
to  amend,  that  I  lived  but  to  pleafe,  and 
make  him  happy. 

Alas  !  by  what  arts  can  we  recover  loft 
affe&ion  !  Neither  the  complaints  of  in- 
jured  confidence,  nor  the  efFufions  of 
tendereft  love,  will  rekindle  that  flame 
which  indifference  has  extinguifhed. 

From  neglect,  Mr  Clifford  proceeded 
to  harfhnefs  and  reproach.  He  accufed 
me  of  ingratitude  for  his  paft  indul- 
gence ;  and  even  had  the  inhumanity  to 
complain  of  my  being  about  to  bring  ex- 
pences  on  him,  which  he  was  unable  to 

Vol.  II.  F  -  fupport. 
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fupport.  Judge,  dear  Mifs  Greville, 
what  anguifh  pierced  my  heart,  on  occa- 
fion  of  this  cruel  infinuation.  I  will  not 
pain  yours  with  too  long  a  recital.  Being 
now  far  advanced  in  my  pregnancy,  I 
wrote  to  my  father,  giving  him  an  ac- 
count of  my  unhappy  marriage,  and  en- 
treating him  to  receive  me  once  more  in- 
to his  houfe.  But  he  treated  my  ftory  as 
a  fiction,  and  me  as  a  vi&im  to  my  own 
rafhnefs  and  credulity.  He  told  me, 
that  there  was  no  fuch  perfon  as  my  pre- 
tended hufband ;  and  that  regard  to  his 
other  children,  mull  place  an  everlafting 
bar  between  him  and  a  daughter,  who, 
in  return  for  confidence  and  indulgence, 
had  brought  difgrace  upon  his  family, 
and  weighed  down  his  hoary  head  with 
fhame  and  forrow. 

You  weep,  dear  Mifs  Greville  !  Would 
I  could  weep  !     But  I  have  lhed  fo  ma- 
ny 
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ny  tears,  I  really  think  their  fources  are 
exhaufted. 

To  add  to  my  fevere  affliction,  my  al- 
lowance from  Mr  Clifford  was  now  be- 
come fo  fmall,  that  it  could  fcarce  ferve 
to  fupport  myfelf,  and  the  old  woman. 
And  when  the  time  of  my  delivery  ap- 
proached, I  was  obliged  to_  borrow  a 
trifle  from  the  farmer's  wife,  whom  I 
have  formerly  mentioned,  and  whofe  fa- 
mily forms  all  my  fociety  in  this  dreary 
folitude. 

Soon  after  the  birth  of  my  daughter, 
Mr  Clifford  came  to  vifit  me ;  and 
brought  with  him  a  gentleman,  with 
whofe  face  I  thought  I  was  not  entirely 
unacquainted,  but  could  not  recoiled: 
where  I  had  feen  him.  As  I  did  not  re- 
member ever  to  have  heard  his  name  be- 
fore, I  paid  no  attention  to  this  circum- 
ftance.    I  was  not  a  little  furprifed  to  fee 

F  z  -     him 
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him  return  next  day  without  Mr  Clif- 
ford ;  and  ftill  more,  to  be  addreffed  by 
him  in  a  ftyle  of  the  moil  infolent  and 
difgufting  gallantry.  I  was  extremely 
ihocked  ;  but  he  treated  both  my  re- 
proaches and  complaints  with  the  ut- 
moil  calmnefs.  And  when  I  threatened 
to  acquaint  my  hufband  with  his  infolent 
and  treacherous  behaviour,  he  burft  into 
a  loud  laugh,  and  told  me,  with  the 
xnoft  daring  effrontery,  "  that  I  might 
make  myfelf  quite  eafy  on  that  fcore,  as 
the  fame  clergyman  who  united,  could 
at  any  time  divorce  us." 

At  that  dreadful  moment,  the  {hocking 
truth  flafhed  on  my  mind.  I  inftantly 
recolle&ed,  that  this  was  the  very  perfon 
who  had  married  us,  and  who  had  doubt- 
lefs  affumed  the  facred?  habit,  in  order  to 
betray  me  to  fhame  apd  utter  ruin. 
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"  I  am  no  clergyman,  my  dear,  conti- 
nued he,  but  a  young  nobleman,  with  a 
great  eftate;  fond  of  you  to  diftra&ion,, 
and  willing  to  make  you  live,  not  only 
in  eafe,  but  fplendor. 

"You  have  nothing  more  to  hope  from 
Clifford.  In  plain  terms,  he  is  tired  of 
you,  and  you  will  never  fee  him  again, 

"But  come,  my  fweet  girl,  continued 
he,  in  a  wheedling  tone.  Throw  afide 
that  moping  melancholy  air  ;  do  juftice 
to  thefe  pretty  features,  and  accept  the 
favours  which  Fortune  now  proffers  you 
with  liberal  hand-.  I  will  carry  you  up 
to  town,  where  plenty  and  pleafure,  love 
and  joy,  await  you/' 

Nothing  but  that  aftonifhment,  which 
deprived  me  of  all  utterance,  could  have 
kept  me  filent  during  this  fhocldng  ha- 
rangue.    At  length  I  recovered  the  ufe 
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of  fpeech ;    and,  though  I  knew  com- 
plaint was  vain,  vented  the  intolerable 
anguifh  of  my  mind  in  a  torrent  of  re- 
proach.    Quite  exhaufted  at  length  with 
the  violence  of  my  diftrefs,  I  funk  down 
on  a  couch  in  a  ftate  of  infenfibility,  ap- 
proaching to  that  of  death.    Happy,  had 
the  extremity  of  my  wretchednefs  put  a 
period   to   my  being.     Alas  !  for  what 
trials  is  it  Hill  prolonged !    A  flood  of 
tears   came   at  laft  to  my   relief.     But 
my  inhuman  perfecutor,  unmoved   with 
the  agony  he  faw  me  fufFer,  continued  to 
infult  me  with  his  deteftable  propofals  ; 
till  tired    of  my  complaints,  and  quite 
hapelefs  of  fuccefs,  he  went  away,  and 
left  me  abandoned  to  every  fpecies   of 
wretchednefs,  except  that  which  is  in- 
flicted by  the  confcioufnefs  of  guilt.  Sen- 
fible,  however,  that  my  own  credulity 
had  undone  me,  this  reflection  embitter- 
ed all  my  fufferings,  by  continually  re- 
minding me,  that  they  might  have  been 

prevented. 
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prevented.  Oh  !  happy  men,  who  can 
lofe,  in  the  tumult  of  bufinefs,  or  fuccef- 
fion  of  pleafures,  the  anguifh  of  difap- 
pointment,  and  the  flings  of  felf- re- 
proach ! 

I  wrote  to  Mr  Clifford,  and  directed 
my  letter  as  formerly,  to  be  left  at  the 

poft-office  at ,  conjuring  him  to  take 

pity  on  my  mifery,  and  fend  me  fome- 
thing  for  the  fupport  of  myfelf  and  child, 
I  was  long  without  receiving  any  anfwer. 
At  length  he  wrote,  to  inform  me,  that 
if  I  would  agree  to  confine  myfelf  to  my 
ebttage,  and  a  mile  round  it,  he  would 
allow  me  ten  pounds  yearly  for  my  fup- 
port ;  but  if  ever  I  were  found  walking 
beyond  the  limits  prefcribed,  or  making 
enquiries  after  him,  I  fhould  forfeit  my 
annuity,  and  incur  his  everlafling  re- 
fentmentv 

What 
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What  could  I  do,  my  dear  Mifs  Gre- 
ville  ?  I  accepted  thefe  hard  terms  j 
and,  with  the  aid  of  my  needle  or  pen- 
cil, contrive  to  exift  in  this  dreary  exile, 
where  my  poor  unconfcious  infant  is 
my  only  comfort.  When  I  reflect  on 
the  barbarity  of  her  father,  and  the  fuf- 
ferings  of  her  mother,  I  blame  myfelf  for 
wilhing  Heaven  to  continue  her  here, 
where  fhe  mull  be  expofed  to  inevitable 
dangers.  But  if  God  all-wife  fee  good  to 
fpare  her,  he  will,  I  trull,  make  her  bet- 
ter than  her  father,  and  happier  than  her 
mother. 

For  a  year  pall,  I  have  had  nothing 
from  Mr  Clifford,  fo  have  been  wholly- 
dependent  on  my  induflry  for  my  fub- 
fillence.  The  farmer's  wife,  having  a  lif- 
ter in  London  married  to  a  haberdalher, 
{he  furnifhes  me  with  work,  and  fome- 
times  difpofes  of  my  little  landfcapes,  or 
pieces  of  embroidery.    But  affli&ion,  my 

d^ax? 


MISS    GREVILLE.         69 

dear  Madam,  has  worn  out  my  conftitu- 
tion  ;  and  I  have  the  dreadful  profpeft 
continually  before  me,  of  leaving  my  in- 
nocent child  on  the  wide  world,  without 
one  friend  to  dired:  her,  a  prey  to  fuch  arts 
as  thofe  which  deceived  and  betrayed  her 
unhappy  mother,  even  when  bleffed  with 
examples  of  every  virtue  before  her  eyes. 
Here  a  torrent  of  tears  interrupted  Mrs 
Clifford's  narrative;  and  the  little  Clara 
feeing  her  mother  hold  her  handkerchief 
to  her  eyes,  came  running  up,  and  kiff- 
ing  her  hand,  "Pray,  don't  cry,  Mamma, 
faid  fhe,  or  I  fhall  cry  too  ; — pray  don't. 
Indeed  I  will  never  run  away  from  you, 
nor  fall  down  that  nafty  place  again." 
She  kiffed  the  fweet  prattler,  who  feem- 
ed  quite  happy,  and,  looking  fondly  in  her 
face,  cried,  "If  you  won't  cry,  Mamma, 
I  will  never  vex  you  more,  and  fay  my 
prayers,  and  keep  my  frock  clean,  and 
do  juft  as  I  am  bid  ; — fhan't  I,  Mamma  ?" 
At  this  moment  fome  perfori  knocked  at 

thq 
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the  door.  The  fweet  child  ran  to  open 
it,  crying,  "  Don't  ftir,  Mamma  ;  I  will  be 
your  fervent.'*  A  country-man  came  for- 
ward, and  afked,  whether  Mrs  Clifford 
lived  here  ?  Being  anfwered  in  the  af- 
firmative, he  took  fomething  out  of  his 
pocket,  and  prefenting  it  to  Mrs  Clif- 
ford, "  If  you  be  fhe,  faid  he,  here  is  a 
letter  for  you  :  And  remember,  Miftrefs, 
you  have  got  it  fafely  out  of  my  hands  ; 
and  you  are  not  for  to  go  for  to  afk  me 
any  more  queftions." 

The  honefl  clown  having  literally  o- 
beyed  his  inftruitions,  retired ;  and  Mrs 
Clifford  opening  the  letter,  read  thefe 
words :  "  Heaven  is  ever  juft  ;  and  vir- 
tuous induflry  is  fecure  of  its  approba- 
tion. If  Mrs  Clifford  has  any  fufpicions 
of  the  channel  in  which  it  hath  fent  her 
relief,  fhe  is  earneftly  entreated  to  con- 
fine them  to  her  own  breaft  " 

Mrs 
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Mrs  Clifford's  aftonifhment  was  fo 
great,  on  reading  thefe  words,  that  flie 
did  not  perceive  a  bank-bill,  which  lay 
on  the  ground,  and  which,  on  picking 
up,  I  perceived  to  be  for  fifty  pounds. 

She  deliberated  a  few  moments  how  to 
aft.     The  exprefs  prohibition  contained 
in  the  letter,  a  while  kept  her  filent ;  but 
as  accident   had  already  difcovered  its 
contents,  fhe  coniidered  herfelf  as  in  a 
great   meafure   relieved   from   it.     And 
when  fhe  reflected  on  the  injurious  fufpi- 
cions  her  concealment  might  awaken,  in 
a  perfon  fo  much  difpofed  to  befriend 
her,  fhe  thought  herfelf  fully  juftified  for 
fliewing  me  the  letter.    When  I  had  read 
it,  I  afked  her,  if  fhe  had  any  fufpicion 
from  whom  it  came?     None,  fhe  repli- 
ed ;  except  Heaven  had  touched  the  con- 
fcience  of  the  young  lord,  who  had  treat- 
ed her  fo  cruelly :   "  for  as  to  Mr  Clifford, 
added  fhe,  he  has  long  fhown  fuch  a  nig- 
gardly 
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gardly  difpofition,  that  I  am  fure  he 
would  not  bellow  that  fum  to  keep  me 
from  flarving.  But  if  it  indeed  come 
from  that  unworthy  lord,  continued  fhe, 
I  will  labour  with  my  hands  day  and 
night,  rather  than  be  indebted  to  a 
wretch  I  have  fuch  reafon  to  deteft,  as 
well  as  defpife," 

"  I  am  not  of  opinion,  faid  I,  from  the 
ftyle  of  this  letter,  that  it  comes  from  the 
quarter  you  fuppofe ;  but  perhaps  may 
foon  be  able  to  give  you  fome  informa- 
tion on  the  fubjedh 

Mean  time,  dear  Mrs  Clifford,  exert 
your  utmoft  refolution  to  fupport  a  life, 
fo  neceflary  to  the  welfare  of  your  belo- 
ved child.  Confole  yourfelf  with  the  in- 
nocence and  integrity  of  your  heart ;  and 
trull  that  Being,  who  is  not  only  power- 
ful to  prote6l,  but  merciful  to  fupport 
fuffering  virtue,  and  who  will,  at  laft, 
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eternally  reward  it.  The  poor  lady 
wrung  my  hand  at  parting,  and  told  me, 
that  fhe  confidered  my  friendfhip  as  the 
immediate  gift  of  Heaven;  and  as  fuch, 
would  ever  value,  and  thankfully  ac- 
knowledge it.  On  returning  home,  I 
found  Sir  Charles  waiting  for  me,  who 
gently  reproached  me  for  breaking  our 
appointment.  As  we  had  not  fixed  the 
day,  Sir,  faid  I,  and  as  I  knew  not  whe- 
ther this  would  be  convenient— — Ah  I 
Mifs  Greville,  interrupted  he,  fighing, 
had  my  company  been  agreeable  to  you, 
you  would  yourfelf  have  obviated  that 
objection.  I  would  not  wifli  to  intrude 
on  yours,  but  I  can  truly  fay,  the  only 
portion  of  my  time  I  value,  is  that  which  I 
pafs  with  you.  You  are  very  obliging,  Sir, 
returned  I ;  but  I  really  have  not  the  va- 
nity to  think  my  converfation  can  afford 
much  entertainment  to  any  one,  though 
I  have  too  high  an  opinion  of  your  inte- 
Vol.  II,  G  grity 
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grity  to  believe  you  talking  to  me  in  the 
ftyle  of  unmeaning  compliment. 

It  is  a  ftyle  I  never  adopt,  rejoined  Sir 
Charles,  even  in  the  beginning  of  our 
acquaintance  : — to  attempt  doing  fo  now, 
would  be  an  infult  to  your  underftand- 
ing.  No,  Mifs  Greville,  I  will  never 
forfeit  the  friendfhip  with  which  you  ho- 
nour me,  and  which  I  value  as  it  de- 
fences, by  the  flighted  violation  of  that 
fincerity,  which  forms  my  only  title  to 
your  confidence. 

And  will  you  fwear,  as  well  as  fay  this, 
Sir  Charles,  demanded  I  gaily  ? — In  any 
court  in  Chriftendom,  replied  he,  in  the 
fame  tone.  Well,  take  care ;  for  I  am 
going  to  put  you  to  the  teft.  So  faying, 
I  brought  pen,  ink,  and  paper,  and  lay- 
ing  them  on  the  table,  I  will  dictate  the 
oath,  faid  I,  and  you  ftiall  fubfcribe  it. 
1  then  took  up  a  pen,  and  wrote  this  fen- 

tence^ 
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tence,  "I  fent  this  morning  to  Mrs  Clif- 
ford of  Fairy-hill,  the  fum  of  fifty 
pounds."  Having  wrote  this,  I  doubled 
down  the  paper,  and  prefen ting  the  blank 
fpace  for  Sir  Charles  to  fubfcribe,— 
"  How,  faid  he,  would  you  really  be  fo 
unconfcionable,  as  to  require  me  to  fet 
my  hand  and  feal  to  every  thing  you  de- 
fire,  even  without  knowing  what  it  is  ?" 
I  knew  what  all  your  fine  fpeeches  would 
come  to,  Sir  Charles,  I  replied  \  do  you 
imagine  that  I  am  capable  of  making  an 
unreafonable  requifition  ? 

Well,  continued  he,  with  the  fame 
gay  air,  and  taking  up  the  pen,  I  will 
ftiow  you  what  implicit  faith  I  have  in 
your  honour,  in  hopes  that  I  fhall  yet 
meet  with  my  reward  from  your  genera- 
lity. He  then  figned  his  name,  which  I 
inftantly  perceived  to  be  in  the  very  fame 
hand  with  the  letter  fent  to  Mrs  Clif- 
ford. 

G  2  Now, 
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Nov/,  Sir  Charles,  laid  I,  gravely,  I 
have  caught  you  in  my  toils,  and  lhall 
certainly  punifh  you  as  you  deferve,  for 
your  treafonable  pra&ices  againft  friend- 
fhip.  Not  only  have  you  fought  to  de- 
prive me  of  the  knowledge  of  an  a£tion? 
which  you  knew  would  not  fail  to  give 
me  moil  lincere  pleafure  ;  but  even  to 
rob  my  deferving  friend,  of  the  praife 
due  to  his  lingular  benevolence. 

Sir  Charles  looked  amazed,  and  told 
me,  that  it  was  in  my  power  to  make 
him  do  any  thing,  but  plead  guilty  to  the 
crime  of  voluntarily  offending  me.  Of 
that,  he  would  maintain  his  innocence  to 
the  laft,  in  the  face  of  all  his  accufers. 
Do  not,  cried  I,  add  obftinate  impeni- 
tence to  premeditated  guilt.  Hear  your 
charge,  and  then  anfwer  it  at  your  peril. 

You,  Sir  Charles  Mortimer-  did,  be- 
tween the  hours  of  eleven  and  twelve  this 

morning* 
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morning,  fend  the  fum  of  fifty  pounds 
to  Mrs  J.  Clifford  of  Fairy-hill.— Ah  I 
Sir  Charles,  guilty,  upon  my  honour  I 

In  reality,  my  fufpicions  needed  no 
other  confirmation,  than  the  confeffion 
made  by  his  animated  countenance, 
which  was  inftantly  covered  with  crirn- 
fon.  Surely,  Maria,  this  ingenious  co- 
louring is  as  becoming  in  the  one  fex  as 
the  other.  I  really  never  faw  Sir  Charles 
look  fo  handfome  as  at  that  moment, 

"  And  now,  my  mercilefs  inquifiton> 
cried  he,  let  me  demand,  in  my  turn, 
how  are  you  to  anfwer  for  holding  me  fo 
long  on  the  rack  of  fufpence,  and  put- 
ting me  in  mortal  fear  of  your  difplea- 
fure  ?  I  fhall  certainly  appeal  to  your 
jufiice  for  cofts  of  fuit,  and  infift  on  your 
being  confined  prifoner  four  hours  to  the 
harpfichord.  And  further,  let  me  aflc9 
how  came  you  by  the  very  extraordinary 

G  3  information 
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information  yon  have  juft  difcovered  ?    I 
greatly  fufpect  fome  illicit  pra&ices*" 

I  then  told  Sir  Charles  of  the  letter  ha- 
ving been  delivered  in  my  prefence,  and 
the  circuhiftance  of  the  bill  dropping 
out ;  and  having  juftified  poor  Mrs  Clif- 
ford, begged  him  to  tell  me,  how  he 
thought  of  fending  fo  liberal  a  prefent 
to  one  quite  a  ftranger  ? 

Acquaintance  with  the  world,  Mifs 
Greville,  faid  he,  leads  us  to  ad  with  a 
degree  of  circumfpe&ion  foreign  to  an 
ingenuous  mind.  I  eafily  faw  that  the 
appearance  and  manners  of  Mrs  Clifford, 
were  far  fuperior  to  her  fituation  ;  and 
hence  was  led  to  fufped,  that  there  was 
fomething  peculiar  in  her  flory.  Her  ex- 
treme d  ejection,  and  the  modefty  fhe  dif- 
covered in  the  courfe  of  our  fhort  vilit, 
convinced  me,  that  I  had  injured  her  by 
myfirft  fufpicions;  and  I  could  not  reft 

fatisfied^ 
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fatisfied,  till  I  fliould  make  fome  atone- 
ment for  my  injuftice.  Laft  night,  in- 
ftead  of  returning  to  the  Grove,  I  rode 
towards  the  farmer's  Mrs  Clifford  men- 
tioned ;  and  having  afked  to  fee  his  wife, 
begged  her  to  give  me  what  information 
ihe  could,  reflecting  this  unhappy  lady. 

She  accordingly  told  me  her  melancho- 
ly fiory,  with  which,  I  fuppofe,  you  are 
already  acquainted  ;  and  concluded^  with 
alluring  me,  that  fhe  was  one  of  the  moft 
quiet,  induftrious,  obliging  young  per- 
fons  fhe  had  ever  known.  I  hope,  my 
dear  Mifs  Greville  is  now  fatisfied,  that 
I  have  properly  exculpated  myfelf  from 
the  feveral  charges  brought  againft  me  ; 
and  that  fhe  will  not  again  condemn  me, 
without  a  fair  hearing. 

I  expreffed  the  higheft  approbation  of 
the  delicacy,  as  well  as  generofity,  of  Sir 
Charles's  conduct  j  and  could  not  help 

faying, 
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faying,  that,  blefled  with  fuch  a  difpofi- 
tion  to  do  good,  he  would  teach  me  to 
envy  him  the  power,  "  O,  cried  he,  ea- 
gerly, rather  fay,  deareft  Mifs  Grevilley 
you  will  teach  me  to  value,  to  enjoy 
that,  and  every  other  blefling,  by  con- 
defcending  to  fhare  them  with  me."  In- 
deed, Sir  Charles,  I  replied,  were  our 
afiedtions  always  under  the  command  of 
our  reafon,  you  would  have  no  caufe 
to  complain  of  my  infenfibility  to  your 
worth,  and  the  preference  with  which 
you  honour  me :  but  efteem  and  grati- 
tude are  the  only  fentiments  I  can  ever 
feel  for  you  %  and  if  thefe  will  fatisfy  youy 
believe  me,  you  may  rely  upon  them. 

Your  efteem  and  friendfhip,  returned 
he,  will  always  make  me  happier  than 
the  love  of  any  other  woman  ;  but  I  dare 
not  make  the  promife  you  require.  I 
dare  not — I  will  not  promife  to  afemdon 
the  fweet  hope,  of  one  day  converting 

that 
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that  efteem  into  tendernefs.  The  en- 
trance of  my  mother,  much  to  my  fatif- 
fa&ion,  put  an  end  to  this  converfation ; 
and  Sir  Charles  claiming  the  accomplifh- 
ment  of  my  promife,  I  fat  down  to  the 
harpfichord,  of  which  he  is  extremely 
fond,  and  fung  and  played  his  favourite 
tunes ;  for  which  he  thanked  me  in  the 
moil  lively  and  polite  terms.  Being  en- 
gaged with  company  at  the  Grove,  he 
left  us ;  after  having  obtained  my  con- 
fent  to  accompany  him  next  Tuefday,  on 
a  vifit  to  our  amiable  reclufe* 

And  now,  Maria,  I  fhall  put  an  end 
to  this  long  letter.  By  the  minute  de- 
tails I  give  you  of  all  that  occurs  here, 
you  will  fee,  that  I  confide  in  your  kind, 
and  often  repeated  aflurance,  that  nothing 
is  uninterefting  to  you,  which  concerns 
your  faithful  and  affectionate 

Julia  Greville. 

LET- 
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LETTER    XLIIL 

Mifs  Herbert  to  Mifs  Greville. 

London*. 

How  Angularly  amiable,  rny  dear  Ju- 
lia, is  the  character  of  Sir  Charles  Mor- 
timer !  How  few  of  the  other  fex  do  we 
find  capable  of  a  conduit  fo  nobly  difin- 
terefted  I — how  very  few,  alive  to  all  the 
delicacies  of  that  paffion,  which  they  u- 
verfally  profefs,  but  rarely  feel !  Senfi- 
bility  is  the  fource  of  that  refinement  and 
good  tafte,  by  which  all  his  actions  are 
diftinguilhed ;  and  will  prove  hereafter 
the  means  of  his  unequalled  fuffering  or 
felicity,  according  as  his  prefent  purfuit 
is  fuccefsful,  or  otherwife. 

In  fpite  of  all  the  inconveniencies  to 
which  it  expofes  its  ppflefFor,  a  feeling 

heart 
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heart  is  furely  to  be  regarded  as  the  firft 
of  Heaven's  bleffings.  Its  very  pains  are 
pleafing;  how  exquifite  then  its  joys! 
Other  qualities  are  perhaps  more  effential 
towards  forming  the  great  character,  but 
fenfibility  never  fails  to  conftitute  the 
truly  amiable  one.  The  too  great  indul- 
gence of  the  tender  feelings,  ho,wever9 
proves  often  prejudicial  to  the  exercife  of 
the  focial  virtues.  It  is  only  when  the 
former  are  properly  regulated,  that  they 
become  refpe&able,  by  leading  to  the 
due  difcharge  of  the  latter. 

I  am  juft  returned  from  hearing  our 
favourite  Oratorio  performed  in  St  Mar- 
garet's church.  I  have  never  before 
heard  that  delightful  compofition,  ex- 
cept in  the  theatre.  There,  many  ideas 
will  irrefiftibly  be  raifed,  by  the  place, 
and  the  behaviour  of  the  audience,  that 
but  ill, accord  with  thofe  elevated  emo- 
tions excited  by  the  Meffiah,     To-day 

every 
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every  circumftance  co-operated  with  the 
mufie,  to  raife  the  foul  to  heaven.  The 
purpofe  of  the  entertainment  was  to  af- 
fill  a  charitable  inflitution.  The  drefs 
and  deportment  of  the  audience  were  de- 
cent and  flayed.  The  place  had  no  ideas 
affbciated  with  it,  but  fuch  as  were  fuit- 
able  to  the  occafion :  and  the  minds  of 
all  were  foftened  and  harmonized  by  the 
fervice  of  the  church,  which  was  per- 
formed before  the  Oratorio  began. 

The  fongs  were  in  general  well  fung. 
"  I  know  that  my  Redeemer  liveth," 
was  exquiiitely  performed  by  Mifs  Harp- 
er. It  is  certainly  one  of  the  moll  hea- 
venly airs  that  ever  was  compofed,  and 
gives  me  a  higher  opinion  of  the  devo- 
tion, as  well  as  genius,  of  Handel,  than 
I  fhould  have  formed  from  all  the  reft  of 
his  works  together.  It  infpires  into  the 
heart  fo  joyful  a  confidence,  mingled,  at 
the  fame  time,   with   a  tranquillity  fo 

peaceful 
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peaceful  and  ferene,  that  the  incumbran- 
ces of  flefh  are  for  a  moment  forgotten, 
and  the  entranced  foul  almoft  believes 
herfelf  poifefTed  of  the  blifs  of  heaven . 
My  friend,  and  her  prefent  inquietudes, 
were  the  firfl  ideas  that  obtruded  them- 
felves,  and  brought  me  back  to  earth* 
Would  that,  by  fharing,  I  could  leffen 
them  ! 

That  equality  of  temper,  and  cheer- 
fulnefs  of  mind,  on  which  you  have  fo 
often  congratulated  me,  is  owing  more> 
perhaps,  to  a  happy  natural  tempera- 
ment, than  to  thofe  pious  principles  to 
which  you  afcribe  it. 

But,  though  cheerfulnefs  cannot  al- 
ways be  maintained,  amidft  the  unavoid- 
able evils  of  life,  there  is  a  peace  that 
may  be  ours,  even  while  ftruggling  with 
its  heavieft  misfortunes ;  a  peace — the 
concomitant   of  virtue,  which   religion 

Vol.  II,  H  alone 
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alone  can  give,  and  only  guilt  take  en- 
tirely away. 

The  great  foundation  of  this  invaluable 
treafure,  mull  be  laid  in  juft  apprehen- 
sions of  the  divine  nature  and  govern- 
ment.  If  we  confider  ourfelves  as  pla- 
ced by  chance  in  a  fatherlefs  world,  con- 
demned to  fubfift  defolate  and  forlorn, 
a  few  fhort  years,  yet  crowded  with  evils, 
confcious  of  defires  that  muft  never  be  in- 
dulged, of  hopes  that  can  never  be  ac- 
complifhed,  of  wifhes  that  will  never  be 
fulfilled ;  ignorant  alike  of  our  nature 
and  origin,  of  our  prefent  intereft,  and  fu- 
ture deftination  ;  continually  offending 
againft  the  light  of  confcience,  yet  know- 
ing no  higher  rule  by  which  to  conduft 
ourfelves ;  living  without  comfort,  dying 
without  hope; — what  peace — what  in- 
ward fatisfa&ion,  can  fuch  a  deftitute 
being  poffefs  ? 

But 
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But  if  we  believe,  that  we  are  the  off- 
fpring  of  a  great  and  good  God,  who, 
by  his  eflential  attributes,  is  prefent  in. 
all  places,  directing  all  events,  and  carry- 
ing on,  by  infinite  wifdom,  the  plan  of 
his  divine  government  to   complete  per* 
fe&ion  ;  if  we  believe,  that  he  hath  pla- 
ced us  here  as  on  a  theatre,  where  our 
difpofitions  muft  be  improved,    our  ac- 
tions difplayed,  and  our  virtues  tried,  in 
order  to  a  future  retribution  ;  if  we  know, 
that,  fuperadded  to  the  feeble  glimmer- 
ings of  nature,  he  hath  caufed  the  glo- 
rious light  of  revelation  to  arife,  to  dif- 
pel  our  fears,  confirm  our  hopes,    and 
lead  our  defires  to  fuitable  obje&s ;  if  we 
are  allured,  that  all  events  here,    fhall 
combine  to  prepare  us  for  eternal  felici- 
ty hereafter, — how  can  we  be  otherwife 
than  cheerful — ferene,  and  happy  ? 

Let  us  habituate  our  minds,  my  dear- 
eft  Julia,  to  the  profped  of  that  fail  ap- 

H  2  proaching 
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proaching  future,  the  awful  importance 
of  which  w^iil  caufe  the  heaviefl  of  our 
prefent  evils  to  feem  light.  Yes,  my  ex- 
alted friend,  the  time  is  coming,  when 
piety  and  benevolence  like  yours,  fhall 
be  rewarded  with  that  felicity,  which, 
even  in  this  world,  they  in  fome  mea- 
fure  anticipate  ;  and  which  fhall  be  the 
portion  of  the  truly  good,  through  ages 
that  fhall  never  end.  Amen,  prays  your 
afFe&ionate 

Maria  Herbert* 


LETTER    XLIV. 

Mifs  Greville  to  Mifs  Herbert. 

Harwood. 

Immediately  after  difpatching  my  laft 

letter,  I  retired  to  the  garden,  to  refledt 

on  the  various  occurrences  of  the  day.    I 

enumerated  every  little  circumftance  that 

could 
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could  increafe  my  admiration  of  the  de- 
licacy and  generofity  of  Sir  Charles.     I 
accufed  myfelf  of  caprice  and  ingrati- 
tude.  I  looked  forward  to  the  melancho- 
ly profpects  my  unhappy  father's  con-* 
du6t  fupplied.     I  refle&ed  on  the  trans- 
port of  relieving  diilrefs,  encouraging  me- 
rit, and  rewarding  induftry,  which  Provi- 
dence feemed  now  to  offer  me.     Above 
all,  I  deeply  fe}t  the  cruel  difappoint- 
ment  my  final  rejeftion  would  occafion 
to  the  affe&ionate,  the  difinterefled  Sir 
Charles ;  and  if  I  could  not  reafon  my- 
felf into  a  paffion  for  him,  I  refolved  to 
try  at  leafl  to  conquer  my  indifference.  At 
thatinftant,  Maria,  I  chanced  to  turn  my 
eyes  towards  the  laurel.     It  appeared  to 
be  drooping  ;  and,  would  you  believe  it, 
my  weak  heart  fmote  me  with  fomething 
like  felf- reproach,  fox  daring  to  think  of 
violating  thofe  facred  engagements,  which 
it   had  formerly  witnefled  ;  and  which, 
alas !  are  now  forgotten  by  him,  w7hofe 

H  3  conftancy 
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conftancy   could    alone    have   rendered 
them  binding. 

Bewildered  in  the  variety  of  my  own 
thoughts,  I  was  fitting  in  the  alcove, 
with  my  head  reding  on  my  hand,  and 
my  eyes  fixed  on  the  laurel,  when  I  was 
ftartled  with  the  fudden  appearance  of 
Sir  Charles.  Suppoiing  he  muft  have 
been  detained  by  company,  till  a  much 
later  hour,  I  was  about  to  enquire  the 
caufe  of  this  very  unexpected  vifit,  when, 
looking  up,  I  perceived  a  ferioufnefs  in 
his  countenance,  fo  unufual,  that  it  a- 
larmed  me.  He  entered  with  a  paper  in 
his  hand,  and  looking  very  grave, — "  At 
length,  Mifs  Greville,  faid  he,  fortune 
is  become  my  friend,  and  has  fupplied 
me  with  means  of  accomplifhing  my 
long-wifhed  revenge.  Little  did  I  fuf- 
pedt  the  ingenuous,  the  guilelefs,  the  a- 
miable  Julia,  could  be  capable  of  fuch 
deep-laid  fchemes,  fuch  confummate  art, 

fuch 
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fuch  concealment,5'  —  "Blefs  me!  Sir 
Charles,  interrupted  I,  what  is  it  you 
mean?"  "I  mean,  Madam,  that,  to  a 
woman  capable  of  thinking  and  writing 
in  this  manner,  I  never  can  form  any 
pretenfions." 

I  was  extremely  agitated,  as  well  as 
perplexed,  by  the  folemnity  of  his  man- 
ner.  I  rofe  eagerly  to  feize  the  paper; 
but  he  gently  with-held  it,  and  taking 
hold  of  my  hand — "  Before  I  entrufl:  you 
with  this  proof  of  your  treafon,  conti- 
nued he,  you  muft  promife  that  you 
will  immediately  reftore  it ;  and,  as  a 
pledge  of  your  good  faith,  allovy  me  to 
detain  this  dear  hand  as  a  hoflage.  "  I 
will  promife  nothing,  faid  I,  with  the 
fame  air  of  gaiety,  which  is  demanded  in 
fo  infolent  a  manner."  "  Ah,  Julia !  re- 
plied he,  archly,  have  not  I  a  right  to 
demand  this  ?  Recoiled:  your  own  beha- 
viour, and  fay,  if  I  have  nothing  to  hope 

fronr 
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from  your  generofity,  am  I  not  entr- 
tied  at  leaft  to  claim  from  your  juftice, 
the  fame  confidence  in  my  honour, 
which  I  repofed  in  yours  ?"  "  Well, 
well,  faid  I,  fmiling,  I  am  your  prifon*- 
er,  and  muft  not  ftand  upon  terms."  He 
held  out  the  paper.  Judge  of  my  confu- 
fion  and  aftonifhrnent,  when  I  beheld  a 
copy  of  verfes,  which  I  had  written  juft 
after  my  firft  vifit  to  poor  Mrs  Clif- 
ford, and  tranfcribed  this  morning,  in- 
tending to  inclofe  them  to  my  friend,  for 
whofe  partial  and  indulgent  eye  alone 
they  were  defigned. 

"  Good  heavens  !  Sir  Charles,  exclaim- 
ed I,  how  came  this  paper  into  your  pof- 
fefiion  ?"  f*  I  believe  the  favour  was  not 
intended  for  me,  Madam;  and  I  muft 
thank  fortune,  and  not  Mifs  Greville, 
for  beftowing  it  upon  me.5'  He  then 
turned  up  the  other  fide  of  the  paper, 
and  ihewed  it  addrefied  to  himfelf. 

To 
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To  explain  this,  I  muft  inform  you, 
that  having  received  fome  books  from  Sir 
Charles,  which  I  was  about  to  return, 
and  folicit  more,  I  wrote  him  a  card  for 
that  purpofe  ;  but  being  called  away,  on 
returning  I  addrefTed  the  cover,  inclq- 
fing  the  verfes,  to  Sir  Charles,  and  fent 
the  card  meant  for  him  to  the  poll- office, 
without  once  fufpecting  my  miftake,  as 
they  were  both  foldgd  in  the  fame  man- 
ner. 

Abaihed  and  difconcerted,  I  knew  not 
what  apology  to  make.  Sir  Charles  per- 
ceived my  embarraffment,  and  hailened 
to  relieve  me.  "  Mod  amiable,  moil  ad- 
mirable Julia  !  faid  he,  why,  why  ihould 
you  blufh,  for  having  difcovered  to  me 
thofe  fuperior  talents  with  which  Heaven 
has  endued  you,  and  which  you  ought 
rather  to  blufh  for  having  fo  long  con- 
cealed ?  Who  of  all  the  human  race  is 
fo  difpofed  to  love,    to  admire  them  ? — 

Yet 
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Yet  it  was  kindly  done  :  Already  the  di- 
ftance  between  us  is  too  great,  and  you 
generoufly  concealed  what  you  knew  mufl 
increafe  it,  and  overwhelm  me  with  felf- 
abafement* 

"Ah  !  would  to  Heaven,  continued  he, 
paflionately,  that  it  were  permitted  me 
to  fulfil  every  wifh  of  that  tender,  that 
benevolent  heart !  that,  without  incur- 
ring the  fufpicion  of  interefted  motives 
—the  cenfures  of  a  world,  whofe  illiberal 
maxims  I  deteft" — here  he  paufed,  "  At 
leaft,  deareft  Mifs  Greville,  continued 
he,  deign  to  point  out  to  me  thofe  chil- 
dren of  misfortune,  whom  you  fo  tender- 
ly commiferate  j  and  teach  me,  by  your 
example,  not  only  to  relieve,  but  to 
fympathize  with  them,  and  'make  the 
forrows  of  my  fellow-creatures  my  own." 

This  affe&ing  converfation,  and  the 
recolle&ion  of  thofe  which  had  formerly 

pafled 
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palled  between  Rivers  and  me  in  this 
very  fpot,  fo  entirely  overpowered  my 
weak  fpirits,  that  I  burft  into  tears. 
Wholly  at  a  lofs  to  guefs  the  caufe  of  my 
agitation,  Sir  Charles  remained  motion- 
lefs  with  furprife. 

"I  amfo  little  accuftomed  to  tender- 
nefs  like  yours,  Sir  Charles,  faid  I,  that 
you  muft  not  wonder  at  feeing  me  af- 
fected by  it  in  this  manner.  Time  will 
render  your  goodnefs  more  familiar  to 
me  ;  perhaps  enable  me  to  reward  it." 

«  My  gentleft,  my  fweeteft  angel,  cri- 
ed he,  tranfported  with  joy,  I  ought  not 
— I  will  not  defire  more.  Be  allured, 
lovelieft  Julia,  your  happinefs  is  dearer 
to  me  than  life ;  and  I  can  never  tafte 
felicity,  that  is  in  any  meafure  incompa- 
tible with  yours."  The  appearance  of 
my  father  put  an  end  to  this  ipterefting 
difcoiirfe.      At  his  defire,    Sir  Charles 

fent 
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fent  an  apology  to  the  Grove,  and  we 
pa{Ted  the  evening  moil  agreeably.  Sir 
Charles,  on  this  occafion,  difcovered  a 
vivacity,  which  rendered  his  converfa- 
tion  peculiarly  entertaining,  and,  with 
his  ufual  delicacy,  fhunned  embarraffing 
me,  by  any  particularity  of  manner  when 
addreffing  me.  We  did  not  part  till  late; 
but  I  felt  fo  little  inclination  to  fleep, 
that  I  tranfcribed  the  verfes  inclofed,  as 
I  could  not  doubt  of  your  deiire  to  fee 
them. 

I  confefs  to  you,  my  beloved  friend,  I 
feel  my  heart  at  times  fo  defolate  and  de- 
preiTed,  that  I  almoft  wifh  it  could  again 
be  deeply  and  tenderly  interefted.  Yet 
I  tremble,  left  Sir  Charles,  by  his  lingu- 
lar merit,  fhould  again  rivet  my  affec- 
tions too  ftrongly  to  a  world,  to  which  at 
prefent  I  feel  little  attachment,  and  which 
is  ever  moil  dangerous,  when  moil  allu- 
ring. 

Our 


M  I  S  S    G  R  E  V  I  L  L  E.        97 

Our  fears  and  our  forrows  are  always 
proportioned  to  our  love.  Why  then 
fhould  I  voluntarily  fubject  myfelf  to  the 
cruel  inquietudes,  which  mull  ever,  in 
minds  of  much  fenfibility,  attend  that 
engroffing  paffion  ?     Adieu,  adieu. 

Julia  Greville. 

The  COMPLAINT.     An  Elegy, 

Ah !   why  has  Heaven  condemn'd  me  to  fuftain 
This  grief,  for  ills  I  never  can  relieve  ? 
Why  muft  I  only  weep  the  wretches  pain. 
Prove  the  warm  wifh>  yet  want  the  pow'r  to  give  f 

Why  mark  true  merit  im maturely  fade, 
Uncherifhed,  unprotected,  and  unknown  ! 
Loft  in  obfcurity's  remoteft  fhade, 
The  buds  of  genius  blafted  foon  as  blown  ! 

Why  muft  I  fee  unpitieci,  unredreft, 
The  cruel  injuries  of  wanton  pow'r  ? 
Forc'd  to  conceal  the  anguifh  of  my  breaft  $ 
Denied  to  fuccour  whomT  muft  deplore. 

Vol.  IL  I  Yet 
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Yet  Heaven  can  witnefs,  I  ne'er  wifh'd  for  wealthy 
Nor.  the  gay  follies  of  a  foreign  foil : 
Ne'er  facrinVd  to  pleafiire,  peace  and  health 3 
Nor  indolence  preferred  to  ufeful  toil. 

Mine  was  the  wifh,  far  from  the  world  to  plan 
The  moral  tale,  inftruclive  of  my  kind  ; 
To  point  the  bed  purfuits  of  focial  man, 
And  form,  by  fieaith,  the  uncorrupted  mind  : 

Unnotic'd,  to  convey  the  prompt  fupply  5 

To  cheer  dull  Poverty's  obfcure  abode  : 

To  read  the  language  of  the  grateful  eye, 

Catch  the  warm  praife,  and  point,  as  due,  to  God ; 

Of  youth  the  kind  affecYions  to  engage  \ 
To  nourifh  tender  infancy  with  bread  > 
With  kind  companion  cherifh  feeble  age, 
And  give  that  cordial  which  I  yet  may  need. 

Yet  fay,  is  happinefs  to  wealth  allied  ? 

Had  Heaven  fo  will'd,  it  ne'er  had  been  afTign'd 

To  gratify  the  wifh  of  pamper'd  pride, 

Or  work  the  purpofe  of  the  invidious  mind. 

To  tempt  the  virgin  from  her  parents  arms  5 
To  break  the  facred  bonds  of  mutual  faith  5 
To  fatiate  frantic  Jealoufy's  alarms, 
And  glut  the  thirft  of  fell  Revenge  with  death. 

Hence, 
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Hence,  vain  complaints !  hence,  and  be  heard  no 

more  $ 
Heaven's  wondrous  plan,  to  Heaven  rs  only  known. 
Perhaps  endow'd  with  affluence  and  pow'r, 
That  infolence  I  hate,*  had  been  my  own. 

With  pleafure  circled,  and  fecure  from  fear, 
Perhaps  a  ftranger  to  each  fofter  tie, 
I  ne'er  had  known  companion's  cordial  tear, 
The  thoufand  cordial  fweets  of  fympathy. 

Though  wealth  by  Providence  has  been  denied. 
Fair  is  my  lot,  no  niggard  blifs  is  mine  j 
For  I  can  heal  the  wounds  of  honefl  pride, 
And  teach  revenge  its  purpofe  to  refign. 

Can  cherifh  modeft  merit  with  applaufe, 
With  kindnefs  footh  the  appreheniive  mind  \ 
Can  plead  with  boldnefs  virtue's  injured  caufe  y 
Or  hide  the  frailties  of  my  feeble  kind  5 

And  oft  the  anguifh  of  the  burfling  heart, 
The  gentle  voice  of  friendihip  will  reftrain  y 
A  mite  to  indigence  will  joy  impart  ; 
A  pitying  figh  fbme  relpite  give  to  pain  $ 

A  cheerful  tale  deceive  the  weight  of  years  y 
A  doubtful  hope  the  trembling  tear  fufpend  y 
A  welcome  look  difpel  a  lover's  fears  -f 
A  fimple  fonnet  pleafe  a  partial  friend  ; 

I  a  And 
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And  thefe  are  mine  \  nor  I  thefe  gifts  defpife  j 
Eternal  Power  I  to  whom  each  gift  I  owe, 
With-holdeven  from  my  prayers  the  means  of  vice., 
Nor  let  my  wifh  fulfill 'd  procure  my  woe. 


LETTER    XLV. 

Mifs  Greville  to  Mifs  Herbert. 

Harwood. 

As  we  had  fixed  Tuefday  for  vifiting 
Mrs  Clifford,  Sir  Charles  came  this 
morning  at  the  appointed  hour,  and 
brought  along  with  him  a  beautiful  gray 
pad,  elegantly  caparifoned,  of  which  he* 
begged  my  acceptance.  "  I  do  not  like 
the  horfe  you  commonly  ride,  Mifs  Gre- 
ville, faid  he,  I  have  twice  obferved  him 
very  unmanageable ;  and  as  I  am  affu- 
red  this  one  is  perfe&ly  well  trained,  it 
will  fave  Mrs  Greville  anxiety  on  your 
account,  if  you  will  do  me  the  favour  to 

make 
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make  trial  of  it."  My  mother  thanked 
Sir  Charles  very  warmly  for  this  delicate 
proof  of  his  attention.  But  I  fear,  Ma- 
ria, I  did  not  receive  it  with  fo  good  a 
grace  as  I  ought  to  have  done.  I  could 
not  help  feeling  uneafy  under  the  weight 
of  fo,  many  obligations.. 

Sir  Charles  perceived  my  embarraff- 
ment,.  and  on  my  mother's  quitting  the 
room,  came  up  to  me,  and  taking  my  hand,. 
"  However  noble  minded  you  are  in  other 
refpedls,  Mifs  Greville,  faid  he,  you  mull 
forgive  my  prefumption,  if  I  venture  to 
fay,  that  your  notions  on  this  fubjed  are 
neither  fojuft  nor  liberal,  as  might  be 
expe&ed  from  one  capable  of  thinking 
in  the  manner  you  do  on  every  other.. 
You  would  not  furely  wifh  to  deprive  me 
of  the  greateft  pleafure  of  my  life,  that 
of  obliging  you  ?.  And  then  (with  a  fly 
look)  I  am  fuperior  to  you  in  true  gene- 
rality j  for  I  can  not  only  fubmit  cheer- 

L  3  fully 
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fully  to  be  obliged  by  the  friend  I  efteem, 
but  I  declare  I  would  with  tranfport  re- 
ceive from  her  hands,  a  gift  a  thoufand 
times  more  valuable  tKan  any  in  the 
power  of  fortune  to  beftow." 

"  Well,  well,  Sir  Charles,  replied  I, 
I  hope  one  day  to  be  revenged  on  you  in 
your  own  way,  by  heaping  obligations 
on  your  head,  as  well  as  to  convince 
you,  that  I  am  not  averfe  to  being  obli- 
ged, though  I  do  not  like,  as  now,  to 
feel  myfelf  an  abfolute  bankrupt.5' 

We  fet  out  on  our  little  tour,  and  Sir 
Charles  feemed  quite  delighted  with  the 
praifes  I  bellowed  on  my  new  favourite, 
We  found  Mrs  Clifford  at  work  as  for- 
merly. After  having  converfed  fome 
time,  flie  begged  permifiion  to  fpeak  with 
me  alone  in  the  other  room.  She  then 
afked  me  eagerly,  whether  it  was  not  to 
Sir  Charles  Mortimer  fhe  was  indebted 

for 
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for  the  letter  and  bill  fhe  had  received 
when  I  was  lafl  with  her  ?  I  frankly 
confefled  it  was,  and  allowed  her  to  re- 
turn alone  into  the  room,  that  fhe  might 
make  her  acknowledgments  to  her  bene- 
factor without  witnefles* 

A  few  minutes  afterwards,  on  en- 
tering the  parlour,  little  Clara  came 
running  towards  me,  and  clafping  her 
arms  round  my  neck,  as  I  Hooped  to  kifs 
her,  "  Will  you  be  my  t'other  Mamma, 
Mifs  Greville,  faid  fhe,  and  I  will  love 
you  as  well  as  my  own  ?  You  know  we 
muft  love  good  people,  and  I  am  fure 
you  are  one  of  them,  for  Mamma  told  me 
lb  yefterday*" 

I  placed  the  fweet  child  on  my  lap,  when; 
obferving  the  chain  of  my  watch,  that 
hung  over  my  fkirt,  fhe  began  to  exa- 
mine the  feals  and  trinkets.     I  took  out 

the 
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the  watch,  and  feating  her  on  the  floor, 
gave  her  the  watch,  to  arnufe  her. 

After  playing  with  it  fome  time,  Mrs 
Clifford,  afraid  fhe  wotild  break  the 
glafs,  took  it  from  the  child,  to  deliver 
it  to  me ;  when,  happening  to  cafl  her 
eye  on  one  of  the  feals,  impreffed  with 
the  family-arms,  fhe  inftantly  changed 
colour,  and  reaching  it  to  me,  "  Mils 
Greville,  cried  fhe,  with  a  faultering 
voice,  may  I  prefume  to  afk  how  you 
came  by  that  feal  ?" 

"  I  got  it  from  my  father,  Madam, 
replied  I  \  it  is  the  family-arms,  and" — 
u  Great  God  !  cried  fhe,  aloud,  for  what 
am  I  referved  V  and  inftantly  fainted  a- 
way.  I  flew  to  fupport  her,  and,  with 
the  affiftance  of  Sir  Charles,  carried  her 
to  the  couch,  where  fhe  lay  for  feveral 
minutes  without  figns  of  life,  in  fpite  of 
every  art  we  could  ufe  for  her  recovery. 

The 
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The  cries  of  the  innocent  Clara  at  length 
brought  her  to  her  fenfes.  She  preffed 
her  to  her  bofom,  fhe  bedewed  her  with 
her  tears,  and  exclaimed,  in  the  anguifh 
of  her  foul,  "  O  wretched  child,  of  a 
moll  wretched  mother,  what  will  become 
of  thee  !  abandoned  to  the  mercy  offuch 
a  world,  without  fortune,  parents,  or  onq 
friend  to  protect  thee,— an  outcaft  from 
fociety — a  reproach  to  her  who  bore 
thee  !"— 

Sir  Charles  and  I  remained  thunder- 
ftruck  with  amazement.  At  length,  re- 
covering a  little  compofure  ; — "  Oh  !  par- 
don, Mifs  Greville,  pardon,  Sir  Charles, 
the  effed  of  fhame,  furprife,  and  unut- 
terable forrow.  The  refemblance  of  Mifs 
Greville  to  him  who  is  the  guilty  caufe 
of  all  my  mifery,  ftruck  me  the  firft  mo- 
ment I  beheld  her.  Her  voice  often 
(lartled  me,  even  after  her  name  had  con- 
\  vTinced  me  of  my  error,  in  fuppofing  her 

nearly 
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nearly  allied  to  him. — Ah  !  would  to 
Heaven  I  had  ftill  remained  ignorant  of 
the  whole  extent  of  my  guilt  ■and  mifery  !" 

"  O  my  God !  exclaimed  fhe,  railing 
her  clafped  hands  and  eyes  in  an  agony 
of  grief,  forgive  my  fecret  offence  ;  for 
thou  knoweft  it  was  not  prefumptuoufly 
committed  !  Oh  !  that  it  might  pleafe 
thee  to  deliver  me  at  once  from  this  load 
of  fhame  and  infamy,  and  that  exifience 
which  it  will  for  ever  embitter !" 

I  was  now  in  no  condition  to  affift  the 
unfortunate  ftranger.  This  new  proof  of 
my  father's  licentious  wickednefs  fhock- 
ed  me  fo  much,  that  my  fenfes  wholly 
forfook  me,  and  I  fell  lifelefs  into  the 
arms  of  Sir  Charles.  Never  was  there  a 
fcene  of  deeper  diftrefs  than  that  he  was 
now  called  to  witnefs.  I  knew  not  in 
what  terms  to  offer  that  confolation  to 
Mrs  Clifford,  of  which  I  flood  in  the  ut- 

molt 
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moil  need  myfelf.  I  could  only  mingle 
my  fighs  and  tears  with  hers,  whilft  our 
mournful  filence  fufficiently  exprefled 
the  mutual  fympathy,  and  bitter  anguifh 
of  our  fouls. 

I  begged  her  to  inform  me,  by  what 
means  fhe  became  acquainted  with  my 
father's  arms ;  when,  ftepping  to  her  ca- 
binet, fhe  brought  me  a  letter,  written 
the  day  before  their  pretended  marriage, 
and  which,  in  his  hurry,  he  had  certain- 
ly imprefled,  by  miftake,  with  the  feal 
that  bore  his  arms.  She  faid,  fhe  had 
often  been  at  a  great  lofs  to  underftand 
the  meaning  of  one  fentence  in  her  father's 
letter,  "  that  there  was  no  fuch  perfon  in 
the  world  as  her  pretended  hufband ;"  and 
that,  on  feeing  me,  and  being  told  my 
name  was  Greville,  fhe  recollected,  that 
the  Lord  formerly  mentioned  (doubtlefs 
the  infamous  Rochdale),  called  Mr  Clif- 
ford by  that  name,  the  day  they  vifited 

her 
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her  together,  and  Mr  Clifford  gave  him 
&  hearty  curfe  on  the  occalion  ;  but  that 
fhe  took  little  notice  of  the  affair,  fuppo- 
ling  it  fome  jeft. 

After  faying  every  thing  in  my  power 
to  comfort  this  unhappy  lady,  and  allu- 
ring her,  that  her  peculiar  misfortunes 
only  ferved  to  increafe  the  tendernefs  of 
that  friendfhip  I  felt  for  her,  Sir  Charles 
and  I  took  our  leave,  and  I  returned  to 
Harwood,  in  a  ftate  of  fuch  diflrefs  and 
agitation,  that  I  was  obliged  to  beg  his 
excufe,  and  go  immediately  to  bed,  from 
whence  I  am  but  juft  arifen,  and  feel 
myfelf  fo  much  difordered,  that  I  mufl 
lay  afide  my  pen. 

My  deareft  Maria  !  may  your  heart 
for  ever  remain  a  ftranger  to  that  com- 
plicated anguifti  with  which  mine  is  o- 
verwhelmed  !  May  you  never  know  a 
forrow  that  deftroys  all  fympathy,  that 

excludes 
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excludes  all  hope,  that  admits  of  no  con- 
folation  !  Such  are  my  prefent  feelings 
with  regard  to  the  wretched  author  of 
my  being.  Cruel  neceflity  !  to  be  for- 
ced to  bellow  the  revered  name  of  Pa- 
rent, on  one,  whofe  vices,  juftice,  com- 
panion, virtue,  require  you  to  abhor. 
My  heart's  dear  friend,  farewell. 

Julia  Mortimer, 

L  ETTER    XLVL 

Mifs  Herbert  to  Mifs  Greville, 

London* 

Tell  me  not,  my  beloved  Julia,  that 
your  forrows  deftroy  all  fympathy,  ex- 
clude all  hope,  and  admit  of  no  confola- 
tion.  My  friend,  this  is  the  language  of 
defpondent  grief,  not  pious  refignation. 
Your  forrows,  indeed,  are  both  exquifite, 
and  highly  aggravated  j  but,  while  we 
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continue  to  purfue  the  path  of  re&itude, 
let  us  not  be  difcou raged  by  the  difficul- 
ties with  which  it  is  encompafled ;  nor, 
while  we  hold  fteadily  our  allegiance  to 
virtue,  let  us  abandon  that  hope  which  is 
its  belt  fupport. 

Many  circum fiances  have  unfortunate- 
ly combined  to  lead  your  unhappy  fa- 
ther into  a  life  of  expence  and  diffipa- 
tion.  Evil  habits  form  a  chain,  which 
neither  fenfe,  nor  refle&ion,  can  at  once 
diffolve.  An  hour  may  yet  arrive — I 
truft  in  Heaven  it  is  near !  when  thefe 
will  unite  their  force,  to  free  him  from 
the  tyranny  of  his  paflions ;  and,  by 
fhewing  him  the  whole  enormity  of  his 
crimes,  teach  him  the  neceffity  of  flee- 
ing every  temptation  to  the  commiflion 
of  them* 

This  painful  fubjedt  baffles  every  ef- 
fort of  friendship  to  relieve  you.     Seek 

relief, 
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relief,  my  Julia,  from  that  Being,  who, 
in  times  of  greateft  extremity,  often 
brings  us  unhoped  deliverance  ;  and  is  a- 
like  powerful  and  willing  to  affift  thofe 
who  place  their  whole  confidence  in  his 
aid. 

There  is  a  point  beyond  which  the  hu- 
man mind  cannot  fuffer ;  and  there  are 
bounds  alfo,  beyond  which  human  cala- 
mity cannot  extend.  Reflect,  my  be- 
loved friend,  with  humble  gratitude  re- 
fled,  how  far  you  are  yet  from  reaching 
the  verge  of  that  frightful  gulph.  Rea- 
fon,  religion,  friendfhip,  and  confcious 
reditude,  are  yours.  Open  your  heart  to 
the  confolations  which  thefe  fupply.  And, 
above  all,  let  the  confideration  of  the 
fliortnefs  of  life,  mitigate  the  feverity  of 
its  fufferings,  and  the  affured  hope  of 
that  which  is  to  come,  teach  you  to  rife 
fuperior  to  them. 

&  2  However, 


1 12      MISS   GREVILLE, 

However  moralilts  have  difagreed, 
with  regard  to  the  fource  of  this  fenti- 
ment,  it  is  univerfally  allowed,  that  we 
derive  fome  relief,  from  comparing  our 
own,  with  the  fufferings  of  thofe  around 
us.  How  various !  how  complicated  are 
the  trials  appointed  to  the  human  race ! 
I  cannot  defcribe  what  I  have  felt  fince 
hearing  of  the  diftrefs  of  a  worthy  family 
in  this  neighbourhood. 

Mr  Sanby,  having  loft  his  eldeft  fon  in 
a  fever,  wrote  to  his  youngeft,  a  lieute- 
nant in  the  fame  regiment  with  Lord  Ri- 
vers, entreating  him  to  fell  out,  and  re- 
turn to  be  the  fupport  of  his  affli&ed  pa- 
rents, whofe  fole  furviving  child  he  then 
was.  The  young  gentleman,  though 
with  much  relu&ance,  quitted  the  army, 
and  returned  to  England.  He  acquaint- 
ed his  father  with  his  arrival,  and  fixed 
a  day  for  returning  home.  The  prece- 
ding evening,  having  appointed  feveral 

of 
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of  his  young  companions  to  meet  him  at 
the  tavern,  a  trifling  difpute  arofe.  Heat- 
ed with  wine,  he  defended  his  opinion 
with  warmth.  His  moil  intimate  friend 
oppofed  it  with  the  fame  violence  of  paf- 
fion.  The  lie  was  given— -each  flew  to 
his  fword,  and  Sanby  fell  by  the  hand  of 
his  deareft  friend, — who  loved  him,  and 
whofe  life  he  had  once  faved,  at  the  rifk 
of  his  own. 

Nothing  prefents  us  with  fo  ftriking  a 
proof  of  the  weaknefs  of  human  reafon, 
and  inconfiftency  of  human  conduit,  as 
the  practice  of  fubmitting  the  redtitude 
of  a  man's  actions,  and  the  juftnefs  of  his 
opinions,  to  be  determined  by  the  fkill  of 
his  arm,  or  the  temper  of  his  fword. 

One  really  knows  not  whether  moil  to 
pity  or  blame  that  perfon,  whom  one  fees 
alarmed  at  the  approach  of  the  flighteft 
malady  j  ranfacking  all  nature  to  pro- 
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cure  health ;  terrified  at  the  mention  of 
death ;  and  eager  to  preferve  that  life, 
which,  for  the  fake  of  an  imaginary  af- 
front, a  haughty  look,  or  unguarded  ex- 
preffion,  he,  without  once  reflecting  on 
the  awful  confequence,  madly  throws  a- 
way. 

Farewell,    my  dear   afflided    friend ! 
May  you   be  fuftained  under  all  your 
trials ;  and,  in  due  time,  happily  deli- 
vered from  them,  prays  devoutly, 
Yours  unalterably, 

Maria  Herbjsrt* 


LETTER    XLVIL 

Mifs  Greville  to  Mifs  Herbert. 

Harwood. 

Alas,  my  dear  friend  !  there  is  no  hope 
of  deliverance  from  my  fuflferings.  They 

increafe 
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increafe  every  hour,  and  almoft  drive  me 
to  defpair. 

Laft  night,  the  fervant  came  and  told 
my  mother,  that  a  gentleman  had  been 
twice  that  day  to  enquire  for  my  father ; 
and  finding  he  was  not  expedted  home 
till  next  day,  had  defired  her  to  deliver 
a  letter  he  left  into  my  father's,  own 
hands. 

My  dear  mother's  heart  inftantly 
caught  the  alarm,  and  prefaged  fome 
new  misfortune.  My  father  and  Lord 
Rochdale  arrived  to  dinner  ;  fhe  defired 
my  father  to  ftep  with  me  into  her  dreff- 
ing  room,  and  direded  me  where  to  find 
the  letter.  Having  delivered  it,  I  was 
about  to  retire,  when v  with  a  ftern  voice, 
he  commanded  me  to  ftay. 

Having  read  the  letter,  he  loaded  the 
author  of  it  with  the  moft  dreadful  exe- 
crations ; 
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crations ;  and  then,  addrefling  himfelf  to 
me,  "  I  have  too  long  indulged  you,  cri- 
ed' he,  in  delaying  a  marriage,  which 
might  have  faved  me  from  this  infult. 
My  creditors  are  no  longer  to  be  fatisfied 
with  promifes.  Lord  Rochdale  has  ge- 
neroufly  engaged  to  lend  me  a  fum  fuffi- 
cient  to  extricate  me  from  all  my  diffi- 
culties, as  foon  as  you  become  his  wife. 
On  you,  therefore,  depends,  not  only 
your  father's  credit,  but  his  life  ;  for,  by 
Heaven,  I  will  never  fubmit  to  the  fhame 
of  confinement.  And  remember,  Julia, 
—for  the  laft  time,  remember,  that  un- 
lefs  you  chufe  to  fee  me  carried  to  prifon 
before  your  eyes,  or  worfe — you  muft, 
this  very  day,  be  explicit  with  Lord  Roch- 
dale, and  fix  one,  to  put  an  end  to  his 
expectations,  and  my  perplexities/' 

My  horror,  during  this  fpeech,  depri- 
ved me  of  utterance.  I  funk  down  on  a 
chair ?  and  for  fome  minutes  remained 

like 
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like  one  thunderftruck.  When  I  reco- 
vered my  fenfes,  my  firft  impulfe  was  to 
follow  my  father,  throw  myfelf  at  his 
feet,  and  implore  his  compaffion.  But 
a  moment's  refle&ion  ferved  to  convince 
me,  that,  in  the  prefent  ftate  of  his  mind, 
this  would  only  redouble  his  refentment 
againft  me.  The  thought  of  adding  to 
my  mother's  affli&ion,  by  communica- 
ting my  own,  was  dreadful ;  yet  how  to 
conceal  it,  I  knew  not.  In  the  midft  of 
thefe  diftradting  perplexities,  the  bell 
rang  for  dinner;  and,  fummoning  all  my 
refolution,  I  returned  to  the  parlour. 

The  moment  I  entered,  "  What  is  the 
matter,  my  dear,  cried  my  mother,'7—- 
then  flopping,  as  if  afraid  to  afk,  "  Pray, 
take  a  little  wine,  you  feem  ready  to 
faint/' 

"  I  fhall  foon  be  better/'  faid  I,  feat* 
ing  myfelf  at  table ;  and  ftruggling  to 

fupprefs 


n8      MISS    GREVILLE. 

fupprefs  thofe  forrows,  with  which  my 
heart  was  almoft  burfting.  My  mother, 
fearful  of  increafing  my  agitation,  re- 
mained filent ;  but  the  deteftable  Lord 
Rochdale  made  my  indifpofition  a  pre- 
tence for  a  thoufand  officious  attentions, 
that  increafed  it  every  moment. 

After  dinner,  my  father  told  my  mo- 
ther, he  wifhed  to  talk  with  her  a  few 
minutes  in  her  dreffing-room.  They  re- 
tired ;  and  fo  great  was  my  horror  at  be- 
ing left  with  Lord  Rochdale,  that,  in 
fpite  both  of  prudence  and  good  man- 
ners, I  rofe  to  quit  the  room. 

He  prevented  me,  by  ftepping  between 
me  and  the  doorj  and,  afTuming  all 
the  refpeft  and  fupplenefs  of  the  rtfoft 
humble  admirer,  conjured  me  to  hear 
him  on  a  fubjed:  that  engrafted  his  whole 
foul. 

Unable 
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Unable  to  reftrain  the  anguifh  of 
mine — "  My  Lord,  faid  I,  hear  me,  while* 
for  the  laft  time,  I  affure  you,  that  nei- 
ther folicitation  nor  compulfion,  fhall  e- 
ver  prevail  with  me  to  aft,  in  contradic- 
tion both  to  my  judgment  and  my  feel- 
ings. What  dependence  could  you  have 
on  the  conduct  of  a  wife  who  was  capa- 
ble of  deceiving  you  as  a  miftrefs  ?  I  will 
not  deceive  you,  my  Lord.  I  never  can 
love,  and  therefore  never  will  marry  you. 
Refledt  how  cruel,  how  difhonourable  a 
part,  then,  it  would  be  to  irritate  my  fa- 
ther againft  me,  by  forcing  me  to  make 
the  fame  declaration  to  him.  And  if  you 
indeed  feel  for  me  that  tendernefs  you 
profefs,  flie w  yourfelf  worthy  of  my  gra- 
titude, by  abandoning  at  once  a  pur- 
fuit,  which  may  make  me  ftill  more  mi- 
ferable,  but  never  can  bring  happinefs 
to  you,15 

Quite 
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Quite  overpowered  with  vexation,  I 
retired  to  a  window,  and  burft  into  tears. 
He  feemed  much  affe&ed  by  my  diftrefs ; 
but,  alas  !  far  from  doing  any  thing  to 
relieve  it,  he  only  redoubled  his  odious 
profeffions;  till,  quite  exhaufted  with  his 
prayers,  vows,  and  remonftrances,  I  rude- 
ly broke  from  him,  and  left  the  room. 
As  foon  as  I  reached  my  own,  I  gave 
vent  to  my  intolerable  anguifh.  My  dear 
mother  joined  me ;  and  we  fpent  two 
hours  in  deploring  our  misfortunes,  with- 
out being  able  to  fix  on  any  thing  likely 
to  alleviate  or  remove  them* 

Encouraged  by  the  compaffion  and  in* 
dulgence  of  this  dear  Pareht,  I  am  refol- 
ved,  at  all  events,  to  repeat  to-morrow  to 
my  father,  the  fame  declaration  I  have juft 
made  Lord  Rochdale.  But,  Oh  !  Maria, 
the  dreadful  thought  of  what  may  be  the 
confequence  of  fuch  a  difappointment, 
to  a  man  of  fuch  a  violent  temper  as  my 

unhappy 
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unhappy  father  !  That  fearful  hint  too — 
May  Heaven  guide  me  ! — for  every  way 
I  look,  mifery  prefents  itfelf  to  my  view> 
and  I  fee  no  way  left  to  efcape. 

In  continuation : 

My  father,  and  Lord  Rochdale,  arc 
gone  together  ;  and  I  fhall  at  leaft  have 
one  day  left  to  determine  oti  the  moll 
prudent  way  of  conducing  myfelf  in  this 
dreadful  dilemma,  as  they  return  not 
till  Wednefday. 

My  mother  thinks  it  would  be  advife- 
able,  that  I  fhould  pay  a  vilit,  for  a  few 
weeks,  to  my  god-mother  Lady  Linfter, 
till  the  firft  violence  of  the  tempeft  is  o- 
ver.  But  how  can  I  bear  to  leave  her 
expofed  to  all  its  fury  ?  No,  Maria,  du- 
ty and  affe&ion  both  plead  for  my  re- 
maining with  my  tenderly  beloved  pa- 
rent, to  fhare,  at  leaft,  if  I  cannot  fhield 
her  from  calamity. 

Vol.  II.  L  O 
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O  that  you  were  here  to  aid  me  with 
your  advice  !  My  own  reafon  is  ineffi- 
cient to  direft  me,  and  my  mother  liftens 
to  affection  alone  in  the  counfel  Ihe 
gives.  May  Heaven  fpeedily  relieve  me 
from  the  accumulated  forrows,  which 
overwhelm  your  affli&ed  friend, 

Julia  Greville. 


LETTER    XLVIIL 

To  Mifs  Herbert  from  Mifs  Greville' s 
Maid. 

Madam, 
I  am  commanded,  by  my  dear  young 
Lady,  who  is  extremely  ill,  to  inform 
you,  that  laft  night  Mr  Greville  fell  from 
his  horfe ;  and,  being  in  liquor,  was  fo 
dreadfully  bruifed,  that  he  expired  in 
great  diftrefs  this  morning. 

Worthy 
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Worthy  Mrs  Greville  is  very  poorly  ; 
but  fhe  is  fo  accuftomed  to  affliction,  that 
fhe  bears  it  better  than  Mifs.  Pray,  dear 
Madam,  write  to  her  without  delay :  it 
will  give  her  much  comfort ;  for  fhe 
is  never  fo  happy,  as  when  fhe  receives 
your  letters ;  and,  at  prefent,  fhe  Hands 
in  need  of  every  fupport  your  friendfhip 
can  afford  her.  I  am,  Madam,  with  due 
refped, 

Your  very  humble  fervant, 

Sarah  Dormer, 


LETTER    XLXX. 

Mifs  Herbert  to  Mifs  Greville* 

London. 

Never,  deareft  Julia,  never,  till  this 
moment,  did  I  feel  difficulty,  in  addreff- 
ing  the  friend  of  my  heart.  What  can 
I  fuggeft  to  relieve  yours  from  the  into* 

L  2  lerable 
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lerable  anguifh  with  which  it  is  over- 
whelmed ? 


It  is  by  fuch  awful  difpenfations,  and 
in  hours  of  fuch  peculiar  darknefs  as  the 
prefent,  that  the  Almighty  teaches  his 
feeble  creatures,  to  raife  their  eyes  from 
fecond  caufes,  and  what  they  call  fortui- 
tous events,  to  him,  the  great  Firfl 
Caufe,and  Supreme  Governor  of  the  uni- 
verfe.  It  is  then  that  their  virtues  are  made 
perfect  by  difcipline  ;  that  their  faith  tri- 
umphs over  the  world  :  it  is  then  that  the 
mod  enlightened  of  the  human  race  are 
brought  to  a  feeling  fenfe  of  their  own 
ignorance  ;  that,  with  humility,  they  a- 
dore  what  they  cannot  comprehend,  and 
cry  out,  in  the  words  of  a  truly  great 
perfon,  "  Man  is  error  and  ignorance ; 
Being  of  beings!  have  mercy  on  me  !" 

Deareft  Julia,    feek    for    confolation, 
where  alone  it  is  to  be  found,  by  the  bro- 
ken 
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ken  heart,  and  wounded  fpirit.  Pafs 
over  the  prefent  diforderly  fcene  ;  recal 
your  wandering  thoughts  from  the  gloo- 
my images  it  prefents,  and  look  forward 
to  that  grand  confummation,  when  light 
fliall  arife  out  of  darknefs,  order  out  of 
confufion,  good  be  educed  from  evil,  and 
harmony,  and  happinefs,  and  perfedtion^ 
prevail  through  all  the  works  of  God, 

I  will  not  attempt  a  long  letter  at  pre- 
fent; neither  will  I  injure  your  friend- 
fhip,  by  fuppofing  it  poflible  that  you,  or 
Mrs  Greville,  can  be  hurt  by  the  natu- 
ral expreffion  of  my  father's.  He  en- 
treats you  to  draw  on  him  immediately 
for  whatever  fums  you  may  want,  to  de- 
fray the  expences  of  the  prefent  melan- 
choly occafion.  He  will  write  foon  to 
your  dear  mother,  and  offer  his  advice 
with  regard  to  her  future  plans, 

L  3  You 
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You  may  believe  I  long  to  hear  the 
particulars  of  your  father's  death ;  and 
you  cannot  doubt  that  I  am,  with  every 
affection  of  my  heart,  your  real  and  fym« 
pathizing  friend, 

Maria  Herbert. 


LETTER    L. 

Sir  Charles  Mortimer  to  Mifs  Greville. 

Grove. 

With  the  refpeCt  due  to  affliction  like 
yours,  and  the  fympathy  which  flows 
from  the  moft  tender  friendfhip,  permit 
me,  deareft  Mifs  Greville,  to  intrude  e- 
ven  on  thofe  moments  which  are  juftly 
devoted  to  forrow,  to  warn  you  of  the 
danger  of  giving  way  to  its  extreme  vio- 
lence ;  and  to  remind  you,  that  it  is  not 
only  your  own  health  which  is  now  at 
flake,  but  the  health  and  peace  of  your 

afflicted 
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affli&ed  mother,  the  comfort  and  happi- 
nefs  of  all  who  know  and  love  you. 

Accufe  me  not  of  prefumption,  if  I  en- 
treat you  fometimes  to  leave  your  mo- 
ther's apartment,  and  walk  into  the  gar- 
den, for  the  benefit  of  frefh  air.  Such 
clofe  confinement,  in  this  hot  feafon, 
mull  be  extremely  hurtful  to  a  conftitu- 
tion  fo  delicate  as  yours.  Deareft  Mifs 
Greville,  excufe  my  earneftnefs  on  this 
fubje6t :  you  cannot  imagine  how  deeply 
it  interefts  me. 

Though  the  officious  and  impertinent 
vifits  of  common  acquaintance,  are  pecu- 
liarly irkfome  to  a  mind  wholly  occupied 
wkh  its  forrows ;  yet  I  trull  the  tender 
cares  of  real  friendfhip,  will  be  rather 
foothing  to  yours.  Permit  me,  then,  to 
enjoy  one  of  its  moll  valuable  privileges, 
that  of  leflening  the  weight  of  calamity, 
by  fharing  in  the  grief  it  occafions ;  and 

of 
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of  afluring  you  in  perfon,  that  none  more 
deeply  feels,  or  more  ardently  wifhes  to 
alleviate  yours,  than  your  faithful,  admi- 
ring, and  devoted 

Charles  Mortimer-. 

LETTER    LI. 

Mifs  Greville  to  Sir  Charles  Mortimer. 

Harwood. 
The  fhare  you  generoufly  take,  in  the 
diftrefs  of  this  affli&ed  family,  cannot 
fail  to  render  your  vifit  extremely  wet- 
come  to  them. 

Be  affured,  dear  Sir,  the  many  inftan- 
ces  of  your  humane  and  delicate  atten- 
tion to  us,  afford  us  the  only  confola- 
tion,  of  which  our  prefent  forrows  can 
admit,  and  excite  the  moft  fincere  eileem 
and  gratitude  of, 

Your  obliged  humble  fervant, 
Julia  Greville. 

LET- 
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LETTER    LIL 

Mifs  Greville  to  Mifs  Herbert. 

Harwoodo 
At  length,  Maria,  my  kind,  my  com- 
panionate friend ;  at  length,  I  am  able 
to  refume  that  pen,  which,  for  feveral 
weeks,  my  own,  and  ftill  more,  the  di- 
ftrefs  of  my  dear  fufFering  parent,  has 
obliged  me  to  abandon,  Q,  my  friend  1 
how  amiable  is  her  patience !  how  ex- 
emplary her  fortitude  !  how  truly  admi- 
rable her  whole  conduct ! 

How  few  characters,  like  hers,  bear 
the  teft  of  long  acquaintance,  and  varied 
obfervation  !  and  ftill  command  the  deep 
regard  of  a  ripened  judgment,  which 
they  formerly  obtained  from  a  youthful 
mind,  eafily  ftruck,  and  prone  to  ad- 
mire !  She  does  not  merely  maintain  the 

admiration 
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admiration  flie  has  formerly  engaged,  but 
grows  more  and  more  venerable  by  every 
new  attitude,,  and  every  added  year. 

It  is  impoffible  to  exprefs  to  you  my 
grateful  fenfe  of  your  generous  friend- 
fhip,  and  foothing  tendernefs.  Think 
not,  my  beft  friend,  that  we  would  pain 
a  heart  of  fuch  fenfibility  as  your  fa- 
ther's, by  declining  to  accept  of  his  kind 
offer,  were  we  in  immediate  want  of  mo- 
ney. But  Lord  Belmount,  that  uncle, 
whofe  favour  was  forfeited  by  one  pa- 
rent, on  account  of  the  mifcondudt  of  the 
other,  ceafes  to  extend  his  refentment 
beyond  the  grave.  His  lawyer  paid  my 
mother  a  vifit  yefterday,  and  prefented 
her,  in  his  name,  with  a  bill  for  five 
hundred  pounds,  with  the  promife  of 
more  hereafter.  As  my  mother  confiders 
this  as  part  of  her  fortune,  fhe  made  no 
fcruple  to  accept  of  it,  and  made  me  re- 
turn a  card  of  proper  acknowledgment 

to 
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to  my  uncle ;  informing  him,  at  the  fame 
time,  of  the  whole  extent  of  our  misfor- 
tunes. I  will  not  conceal  from  you  the 
miferable  ftate  of  our  affairs.  The  cre- 
ditors, in  compaffion  to  my  mother,  have 
allowed  us  to  continue  at  Harwood  till 
the  enfuing  term,  when  every  thing  muft 
be  fold  off.  Something  muft  be  done  for 
the  fupport  of  my  dear  afflicted  parent, 
who  I  really  think  cannot  long  ftruggle 
under  the  weight  of  fuch  complicated 
misfortunes.  As  my  uncle  appears,  by 
this  late  aftion,  to  be  well  difpofed  to- 
wards us,  I  think  of  applying  to  him,  by 
whofe  intereft,  I  am  confident,  a  fmall 
penfion  might  be  obtained  from  Govern*- 
ment  for  my  mother^ 

My  grandfather  diftinguifhed  himfelf, 
by  fome  very  important  fervices  during 
the  laft  war,  for  which  he  demanded  no 
^ther  reward,  than  the  confidence  and  e- 
^teem  of  his  Royal  Matter,  which  he  al- 
ways 
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ways  enjoyed.  Till  my  mother's  ill-fated 
marriage,  Lord  Belmouiit  doted  on  her ; 
but  fince  that  time,  he  would  never 
even  fuffer  her  name  to  be  mentioned 
before  him.  A  fmall  matter  would  be 
fufficient  for  her  fupport,  at  a  diftance 
from  that  world  of  which  her  heart  is 
quite  lick. 

I  am  not  yet  able  to  enter  on  the 
ihocking  detail  you  require.  Indeed  my 
fpirits  are  fo  depreffed,  that  every  kind 
of  exertion  is  painful,  in  a  degree  hard- 
ly to  be  conceived  but  by  being  felt.  My 
mother  ftruggles  to  fupport  my  mind,  by 
concealing  that  hopelefs  forrow,  which 
preys  upon  her  own,  and  daily  impairs 
that  ftrength,  which  for  fome  time  has 
been  fenfibly  declining.  Continue,  dear- 
eft  Maria,  to  footh  me  by  your  tender- 
nefs,  when  I  am  fo  weak,  as  not  to  be 
able  to  profit  by  your  advice. ,  In  all 
places,  in  every  iituation,  they  are  both 

received 
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received  with  gratitude,  by  your  truly 
affe&ionate,  though  affli&ed  friend, 

Tulia  Greville* 


LETTER    LIIL 

Sir  Charles  Mortimer  to  Mr  Belford. 

Grove 
Dear  Belford, 

An  accident  of  a  moil  fhocking  na- 
ture has  reduced  the  unfortunate  fami- 
ly at  Harwood  to  the  greateft  extremity, 
and  involved  your  friend  in  frefh  per- 
plexity. A  few  days  ago,  Mr  Greville 
fell  from  his  horfe,  and  expired  in  great 
agonies.  The  creditors  have  met,  and 
informed  me,  that  the  eftate  muft  be 
brought  to  an  immediate  fele.  Now,  in- 
deed, I  fhould  feel  the  higheft  pleafure 
that  wealth  can  beftpw,  did  I  not  fear  to 
opprefs  the  gentle  heart  of  my  Julia  with 
frefti  obligations,  and  dread  appearing, 

Vol,  II.  M  by 
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by  conferring  them,  to  lay  claim  to  thofe 
returns  I  ardently  wifh,  but  never,  by 
fuch  means,  would  obtain.  In  truth,  if 
I  know  my  own  heart,  it  is  adluated  by 
fuperior  and  difinterefted  motives ;  by 
the  wifh  alone  of  relieving,  from  the 
moft  deprefling  forrows,  thofe,  whofe  me- 
rit and  fenfibility  muft  render  their 
weight  doubly  unfupportable. 

Could  any  thing  add  to  my  efteem, 
my  admiration  of  this  fweet  fuffering;  an- 
gel, it  would  be  the  patient  dignity 
with  which  Ihe  fupports  her  misfor- 
tunes, the  fortitude  with  which  Ihe 
rifes  fuperior  to  them,  and  at  times  feems 
to  forget  them  altogether,  in  order  to 
fupport  her  mother,  whofe  long  acquaint- 
ance with  adverfity,  has  not  rendered 
her  lefs  fenfible  to  her  affii&ions,  though 
lefs  able  than  formerly  to  ftruggle  with 
them. 

Oh 
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Oh  Belford  !  how  fhall  I  conduit  my- 
felf  ?  This  is  furely  no  time  for  urging 
my  fuit.  Yet  may  not  that  delicacy  lead 
me  too  far,  which  would  impofe  abfo- 
lute  filence  ?  I  am  diftra&ed  and  be- 
wildered in  the  variety  of  my  own 
thoughts.  Cool  and  impartial  as  you  are, 
direct  me,  my  deareft  friend,  for  I  am 
utterly  incapable  of  determining  for  mf* 
felf. 

Though  not  urgent,  I  ought  furely  to 
be  explicit,  at  a  time  when  this  lovely 
young  creature,  deprived  of  her  natural 
prote&or,  fees  herfelf  about  to  be  expo- 
fed  to  all  thofe  outrages,  to  which  beauty, 
innocence,  and  poverty  fubjeft  her  help- 
lefs  fex  ;  abandoned  to  the  dangers  of 
a  world,  the  more  hazardous,  that  it 
is  unfufpefted,  the  more  fedu&ive,  that 
it  is  unknown.  ' 

M  2  Yes. 
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Yes,  Belford!  confciotis  of  the  redti- 
tude  of  my  own  fentiments,  I  will  once 
more  avow  them  to  her,  and  try  to  dis- 
cover, through  modefty,  (its  only  veil), 
whether  her  gentle  heart  fy  mpathifes  in 
the  tender  affection  of  mine. 

Wonder  not  that  I  reft  all  my  hopes  of 
happinefs  on  the  fuccefs  of  my  prefent 
purfuit.  The  early  difguft  I  conceived, 
for  what  are  called  fajlnonable  pleafures, 
and  which  the  befl  of  fathers  taught  me 
to  regard,  in  the  jufter  light  of  ruinous 
vices>  has  preferved  my  tafte  for  elegant 
and  virtuous  enjoyments  unvitiated.  None 
appear  to  me  worthy  of  that  name,  in 
which  the  heart  takes  no  fhare,  and 
which  cannot  ftand  the  teft  of  reafon  ,  or 
the  fearch  of  reflection.. 

Hitherto  the  woiBen  I  have  converfed 
with,  among  the  circles  of  the  gay  and  po- 
lite, feem,  by  their  frivolous  purfuits,  arti- 
ficial 
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ficial  manners,  and  trifling  converfation, 
better  calculated  toinfpire  contempt,  than 
awaken  tendernefs.  What  happinefs  can 
a  man  expe£t  from  the  fociety  of  a  wo- 
man, whofe  whole  ftudy  is  to  gain  admi- 
ration, and  who  does  not  even  appear  to 
be  defirous  of  infpiring  any  other  fenti- 
ment?  Can  one  expert,  that  the  force  of 
habit,  and  ufual  bent  of  the  mind,  are 
fo  entirely  to  be  changed  by  matrimony, 
as  to  convert  a  gay,  though tlefs,  diflipated 
woman  of  fafhion,  into  a  fober,  reafon- 
able,  affectionate  companion  ?  or  that  one 
accu^omed  to  live  in  a  crowd,  will  be 
difpofed  to  relilh  the  quiet  pleafures,  or 
difcharge  the  important  duties,  of  a  do- 
mellic  chara&er  ? 

Till  I  had  the  happinefs  of  feeing  Mifs 
Greville,  I  never  even  formed  a  wifh  to 
marry.  She  alone,  of  all  her  fex  whom 
I  have  yet  known,  feems  capable  of  form- 
ing the  tendereft  of  all  connexions,  and 

M  3  of 
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of  endearing  that  facred  and  blifsfui 
union,  by  fharing  cordially  in  the  fweet 
fatisfa&ion  fhe  beftows.  Oh  Belford  !  I 
can  conceive  no  higher  earthly  blifs, 
than  to  poffefs  the  efteem  of  fo  elevated  a 
mind,  the  afFe&ion  of  fo  gentle  a  heart. 

What  tranfport  would  not  fuch  a  mi- 
flrefs  exalt— what  ibrrow  would  not  fuch 
a  friend  alleviate  !  But  I  forget  you  are 
no  lover,  and  that  eomplaifanee  alone 
can  make  you  liften,  with  attention,  to 
the  often  repeated  fubjed,  which  wholly 
engroffes, 

Your  faithful  friend, 

Charles  Mortimer:. 


LET- 
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LE  TTER     LIV.. 

Mifs  Greville  to  Mifs  Herbert. 

Harwood. 
Maria !  to  what  variety  of  diftrefs 
am  I  doomed  ?  Mufl  the  rieceffary 
trials  inflicted  by  that  Being,  who  only 
ehaftens  to  amend,  and  punffhes  to  re- 
form, be  embittered  by  the  cruelty  arid 
malevolence  of  our  fellow-creatures  ? 
Ah!  is  it  not  enough  to  link  under  the 
preffure  of  poverty  and  affliction  ?  mufl: 
the  weight  be  increafeA  to  anguifh,  by 
contempt  and  infult  ? 

But  let  me  reply  to  your  enquiry  con- 
cerning the  death  of  my  father.  Would 
to  Heaven,  that  I  could  draw  a  veil  over 
that,  and  all  his  errors  for  ever  !  It  was 
the  confequence  of  his  ufual  intempe- 
rance.    On'  occafion  of  Lord' Rochdale's 

return 
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return  to    the  country,  they  had  dined 

together  at  a  tavern  in ;  and  being 

much  heated  with  wine,  had  ridden 
very  hard,  as  appeared  by  their  horfes* 

About  a  quarter  of  a  mile  from  hence, 
my  father's  horfe  flarted,  and  run  off; 
and  his  foot  being  entangled  in  the  ftir- 
rup,  he  was  dragged  home  in  the  mofl 
miferable  condition.  My  mother  being 
in  bed,  was  alarmed  by  the  noife,  and 
haftily  got  up.  When  Ihe  entered  the 
room  where  he  was  lying  on  a  couch,  fhe 
gave  a  loud  fhriek,  and  fainted  away. 
The  fight  of  his  wife  feemed  to  redouble 
his  agonies ;  he  flrove  to  fpeak,  but  could 
not.  After  a  few  minutes,  he  eagerly 
grafped  my  hand,  and,  with  great  diffi- 
culty,  articulated  thefe  few  words  :■ 

"  Julia, — iny  child — forgive— Oh  for- 
give— I  have  miferably  injured — decei- 
ved, ruined!" — Here  the  violence  of  his 
emotions  put  a  flop  to  his  utterance  ;  the 

moil; 
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mofl  frightful  convulfions  fucceeded,  and, 
in  half  an  hour,  put  an  end  to  his  exift- 
ence.  Maria  !  my  tears  blind  me — I  can 
no  more—Oh  !  he  was,  he  was  my  father ! 

The  wretched  companion  of  his  de- 
bauch feemed  greatly  affe&ed  with-  the 
fight  of  my  mother's  diftrefs,  and  my 
own.  He  fent  every  day  to  enquire  af- 
ter us,  and  came  himfelf,  as  foon  as  de- 
cency  would  permit,  to  wait  on  us.  He 
continued  to  vifit  us  oftener  than  I 
thought  confident  with  propriety,  my 
very  delicate  fituation  confidered  ;  and 
one  day,  on  meeting  Sir  Charles  at  Har- 
wood,  betrayed  fuch  marks  of  jealoufy 
and  chagrin,  as  could  not  efcape  pene- 
tration like  his.  At  parting,  he  drop- 
ped fome  hints,  which,  though  conveyed 
in  the  moft  artful  language,  were  fufE- 
cient  both  to  offend  and  alarm  me,  I 
gave  orders  to  the  fervants,  in  Sir 
Charles's  hearing,  to  be  denied  next  time 

Lord 
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Lord  Rochdale  called.  And  would  you 
believe  it,  Maria,  this  audacious  Libertine 
had  the  infolence  to  write  to  me  on  the 
occafion ;  and  after  complaining  of  my 
indifference,  and  reproaching  me  with  my 
ingratitude  for  his  conftancy  and  affe&ion, 
to  infinuate,  that  I  was  lefs  cruel,  where  my 
own  inclination  influenced  me.  I  was  fo 
provoked  with  this  treatment,  that  I  fent 
back  his  letters  unopened,  and  perfifted 
in  refilling  his  vifits ;  when,  laft  Sunday, 
on  returning  from  church,  he  had  the 
audacity  to  follow  the  carriage  which  I 
had  borrowed  from  Mrs  Guilford  for  that 
purpofe,  and  coming  up,  juft  as  it  flop- 
ped, rudely  feized  my  hand,  on  pre- 
tence of  helping  me  out,  and  followed 
me  into  the  parlour. 

Surprife  and  indignation  kept  me 
filent.  He  feated  himfelf  near  me, 
and,  with  the  moil  unblufhing  impu- 
dence,  and   infolent   cruelty,  told   me, 

that 
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that  as  I  was  now  without  either  fortune 
or  friends,  he  hoped  I  would  no  longer  re- 
ject his  propofals,  nor  refufe  the  protec- 
tion  of  a   man    who  adored   me,   who 
would  lay  his  fortune  at  my  feet,  and 
give  me  the  fole  difpofal  both  of  that  and 
its  mailer.     On  faying  this,  he  again  at- 
tempted to  take  my  hand,  which  I  fnatch- 
ed  from  him,  and  riling  haftily,  and  pul- 
ling the  bell,  delired  the  fervant  to  en- 
quire whether  Lord  Rochdale's  carriage 
was  in  waiting.     Then  turning  to  him, 
with  as  much  compofure  as  I  could  com- 
mand,  "My  Lord,  faid  I,  were  I  not 
fufficiently  humbled  under  the  weight  of 
my  misfortunes,  your  Lordlhip's  beha- 
viour this  morning,  would  make  me  feel 
their  whole  bitternefs,  by  Ihewing  me 
what  barbarous  liberties,  the  gay  and  the 
profperous  think  themfelves  entitled   to 
take,    with   the   indigent   and    diftreiT- 
ed." 

A 
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A  fhower  of  tears,  which  I  vainly  la- 
boured to  fupprefs,  now  burft  from  my 
eyes.  The  unfeeling  Rochdale  continu- 
ed to  increafe  both  my  grief  and  refent- 
ment,  by  painting,  in  flill  ftronger  terms, 
my  deftitute  fituation. 

No  longer  able  to  fupport  fuch  treat- 
ment, I  rallied  my  fcattered  fpirits,  and 
replied  to  him,  with  a  look  abundantly 
expreffive  of  my  contempt,  "  Poor, 
friendlefs,  and  affli&ed  I  may  be  ;  but  I 
truft  the  load  of  felf- reproach  lhall  never 
be  added  to  the  weight  of  thofe  trials 
with  which  Heaven  may  fee  it  necelTary 
to  exercife  me. 

"  May  you,  my  Lord,  for  the  future, 
learn  more  refped:  for  the  daughter  of 
him  you  called  your  friend;  and  may 
you  never  experience  anguifh  like  that 
you  have  inflicted  on   one   who    pities 

whilft 
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whilft  fhe  condemns,  and  forgives  whilfl 
fhe  reproaches  you." 

So  faying,  I  quitted  the  room  ;  and 
Lord  Rochdale,  finding  it  impoffible 
to  detain  me,  hurried  down  flairs,  got 
into  his  chariot,  and  drove  from  the  door 
like  lightning. 

Oh  Maria  !  how  mortifying,  how  hu- 
miliating, is  this  treatment  to  your 
friend  !  Yet — ought  not  the  lhame  to 
return  on  his  head,  who  can  thus  add 
infult  and  barbarity  to  affii&ion  like 
mine? 

Ah !  would  to  Heaven  I  could  with 
honour  accept  the  kind,  the  generous  pro- 
testor,, whom  Providence  feems  to  have 
fent  for  my  relief !  Would  to  Heaven 
this  heart,  which  reveres  his  worth,  could 
repay  his  tender  afFedion.  But,  Maria ! 
it  will  not  be.    Too  facred  do  I  hold  the 

Vol.  II»  N  marriage- 
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marriage-vow,  too  highly  do  I  efteem 
Sir  Charles  Mortimer,  ever,  at  the  altar, 
to  profefs  with  my  lips,  what  my  heart 
difavows  ;  and,  in  fpite  of  all  my  efforts, 
to  drive  it  thence,  ftill,  ftill,  Maria  !  the 
image  of  the  faithlefs,  the  ungrateful  Ri- 
vers obtrudes  itfelf  \  mingles  with  all  my 
reflexions,  and  redoubles  all  my  woes. 

The  inclofed  is  this  moment  brought 
me.  The  agitation  which  the  name  of 
Rivers  always  occafions  me,  prevented 
me  from  obferving  the  fuperfcription ; 
and  I  opened  it,  before  I  perceived  it 
was  from  Lord  Rochdale.  How  mean, 
how  defpicable  is  vice,  even  under  the 
feireft  mafk  it  can  aflume  ! 


Lord  Rochdale  to  Mifs  Greville. 

Nothing,  believe  me,  adorable  Julia ! 
nothing  was  farther  from  my  thoughts, 

than 
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than  to  give  you  pain,  by  what  pafled 
between  us  this  morning.  That  I  have 
been  fo  unfortunate  as  to  difpleafe  you, 
muft  be  imputed  folely  to  the  violence  of 
a  paffion  which  tranfports  me  beyond  the 
bounds  of  prudence.  I  feel  myfelf  mife- 
rable  under  the  weight  of  your  refent- 
ment.  I  cannot  exifl  without  you. 
Deign  then,  moll  charming  of  your  fex  ! 
to  bury  what  is  paft  in  oblivion.  Con- 
fent  to  be  mine,  by  the  moll  honourable 
and  indiflbluble  of  all  ties,  and,  along 
with  the  title  of  Countefs  of  Rochdale, 
accept  of  the  moft  grateful  acknowledg- 
ments of  the  man  who  adores  you,  who 
dotes  on  you  to  diftradtion  ;  who  will  ne- 
ver tafte  of  pleafure,  till  entitled  to  fub- 
fcribe  himfelf, 

Your  fond  hufband, 

Rochdale, 
N  2  Mijs 
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Mifs  Greville  to  Lord  Rochdale. 

HarwoocL 
My  Lord, 
I  am  duly  fenfible  of  the  honour  you 
intend  me,  but  utterly  incapable  of  ma-, 
king  the  return  you  wifh.  May  the  title 
of  Countefs  of  Rochdale  be  bellowed 
on  one  more  deferving  of  your  prefe- 
rence, more  ambitious  of  diftin&ion,  and 
better  calculated  to  make  you  happy, 
than 

Your  humble  fervant, 

Julia  Greville* 

LETTER    LV. 

Sir  Charles  Mortimer  to  Mr  Belford. 

Grove. 

I  thank  my  friend  for  his  prudent  ad- 
vice,  which  fo   exa&ly  coincided  with 

my 
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my  own  feelings,  that  I  had  followed 
your  plan  before  the  arrival  of  your  let- 
ter. 

With  whatever  hefitation,  my  refolu- 
tion  of  a  formal  declaration  was  once  at- 
tended, every  objection  vanifhed,  be- 
fore a  circumftance,  that  at  once  wound- 
ed my  delicacy,  and  roufed  my  indigna- 
tion, to  a  height  I  hardly  thought  my- 
feif  capable  of  feeling. 

The  contemptible,  the  infamous  Roch- 
dale, renewed  his  vifits  at  Harwood,  the 
inftant  he  heard  of  mine  being  admitted 
there.  And  though  I  faw  I  had  nothing 
to  fear  from  him  as  a  rival,  it  gave  me 
pain  to  obferve  the  uneafy  reftraint  his 
converfation  (moil  indelicately  particu- 
lar) impofed  on  the  amiable  Julia.  Un- 
able always  to  conceal  her  difguft,  fhe 
expreffed  her  diflike  of  his  odious  gallan- 
try one  day,  in  a  manner  marked  and  fe- 

N  3  vere- 
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vere.  Suppofing  fhe  wifhed  for  an  op- 
portunity to  give  him  a  final  difmiffion, 
I  arofe,  and  took  my  leave  ;  but  was  in- 
ftantly  followed  by  this  defpicable  wretch, 
who  told  me,  in  an  infulting  tone,  that 
he  would  no  longer  difpute  the  pofieffion 
of  Mifs  Greville,  with  one  who  he  faw 
was  not  only  more  agreeable  to  her,  but 
had  probably  bribed  higher  than  he 
chofe  to  do  on  this  occafion  ;  efpecially, 
added  he,  with  a  farcaftic  fmile,  "as  nei- 
ther of  us  can  flatter  himfelf  with  being 
a  firft  lover.' ■ 

Belford !  think  what  I  felt  at  that  in- 
ftant !  Rage  a  while  kept  me  filent ; 
and  during  that  important  moment,  rea- 
fon  reprefented  at  one  view,  all  that  train 
of  dreadful  confequences,  which  might  en- 
fue,  if  I  gave  way  to  my  juft  refent- 
ment.  The  extreme  delicacy  of  Mifs 
Greville's  fituation,  and  the  irreparable 
injury  her  fpotlefs  character  might  fuf- 

tain, 
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tain,  from  a  quarrel  between  Lord  Roch- 
dale and  me,  did  more  to  reprefs  my  in- 
dignation, than  any  other  confideration 
whatever,  I  could  not,  however,  re- 
ftrain  my  contempt.  Fixing  my  eyes  on 
him,  with  a  look,  I  believe,  abundantly 
expreffive  of  what  I  felt,  "  There  is  no 
need,  my  Lord,  faid  I,  of  bribing  the  fa- 
vour of  Mifs  Greville,  fince  it  is  evident 
fhe  has  too  much  difcernment  to  bebiafled 
by  any  advantages  that  rank  and  fortune 
can  offer,  to  bellow  hers  on  an  unworthy 
objedi."  So  faying,  I  flung  from  him, 
without  waiting  a  reply.  Should  he  e- 
ver  attempt  offering  one,  I  fhall  take  care 
to  let  him  underftand,  that  though  I  de~ 
fpife  too  much  the  maxims  of  falfe  ho- 
nour, ever  to  put  my  life  in  competition 
with  his ;  yet  I  will  never  fubmit  to  hear 
the  flighteft  insinuation  to  the  difadvan- 
tage  of  Mifs  Greville,  thrown  out  by  of- 
fended pride,  or  mean  revenge. 

How 
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How  deplorable,  my  friend,  is  that  de- 
bafement  in  which  vice  plunges  the  hu- 
man chara&er  !  Who  can  refleft,  with- 
out horror,  on  the  cruelty,  as  well  as  in- 
juftice,  of  a  condudt  like  that  of  Roch- 
dale's, who,  for  the  momentary  indulgence 
of  unavailing  refentment,  would  defame 
the  reputation,  and  ruin  the  peace  of 
a  modeft  and  amiable  girl,  who  never  in- 
jured him ;  and  whofe  only  offence  is  a 
total  freedom  from  thofe  bafe  and  fordid 
paffions,  which  would  have  led  many,  in 
like  trying  circumftances,  to  facrifice  the 
happinefs  of  others,  to  their  own  avarice 
or  ambition.  How  monftrous  is  that 
return  he  meditates,  for  honour  and  ge- 
nerality fo  noble,  fo  uncommon  ! 

I  met  him  coming  down  flairs  this 
morning  as  I  went  up.  We  took  no 
other  notice  of  each  other,  than  a  flight 
bow.  Before  I  was  feated,  Mifs  Gre- 
ville,  in  great  agitation,   rung  for  her 

maid, 
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maid,  and  defired  her  to  give  pofitive  or- 
ders, that  ihe  fhould  be  denied  for  the 
future,  when  Lord  Rochdale  called, 

I  could  not  help  exprefling  fome  cu- 
riofity  to  know  the  reafon  of  this  injunc- 
tion ;  the  more  fo,  that  fhe  appeared  in  the 
greateft  confufion  and  diforder.  On  my 
hinting  my  fears,  that  fomething  in  Roch- 
dale's behaviour  had  offended  her,  a  tear 
ftole  down  her  cheek,  and,  after  a  little 
hefitation,- — "  Perhaps,  Sir  Charles,  faid 
fhe,  I  am  too  eafily  hurt,-— I  ought  to  re- 
fled— to  remember — that  I  am  not  now 
what  I  have  been  ; — that  I  am  not  to  ex- 
pect: to  meet  in  the  world,  with  delica- 
cy and  humanity  like  yours.  Indeed,  Sir 
Charles,  added  Ihe,  withdrawing  that 
hand  which  I  held  in  mine,  and  burft- 
ing  into  te^rs,  I  did  not  know,  till  now, 
what  a  proud,  what  an  unfubdued  heart 
I  have.  But  God  Almighty  will  enable 
me,  I  truft,  to  fubdue  it."    She  rofe,  and 

retired* 
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retired,  to  conceal  her  agitation.  How 
happy  for  me,  at  that  moment,  was  the 
abfence  of  the  wretch  who  occafioned  it! 
The  tears  of  Julia  pierced  my  very  foul, 
and  deprived  me  of  every  feeling  but 
rage  and  revenge.  In  a  few  minutes  fhe 
returned,  and  approaching  me  with  her 
ufual  fweetnefs  and  compofure,  "  I  fhall 
make  no  apology  to  you,  Sir,  faid  fhe, 
with  whom  I  wifli  to  have  no  referves, 
for  betraying  my  own  weaknefs,  or  the 
inhumanity  of  him  who  occafioned  it. 
But  let  me  entreat  you,  Sir  Charles,  by 
that  friendfhip  I  value  as  my  firft  blefT- 
mg,  never  to  take  the  flighteft  notice  of 
what  is  paft.  I  am  confident,  after  my 
behaviour  this  morning,  I  have  nothing 
more  to  fear  from  that  of  Lord  Rochdale, 
whom  I  confider  as  below  even  my  refent- 
xnent. — "  Nay,  continued  fhe,  feeing  me 
about  to  interrupt  her,  and  holding  out 
her  hand,  you  mud  pledge  your  word  to 
me  on  this  occafion."     I  eagerly  killed 

that 
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that  proffered  hand.  M  I  fwear,  cried  I, 
never  to  forget  the  infolence  of  the  moll 
daring,  the  moil  inhuman  of  mankind  ; 
but  for  your  fake — yes,  moll  amiable  Ju- 
lia! for  your  fake  to  reitrain  the  refentment, 
and  at  leail  delay  the  punifhment  it  me- 
rits. Ah  !  would  to  Heaven,  rejoined  I, 
it  were  permitted  me,  without  wounding 
the  delicacy  of  that  heart,  whofe  every 
fentimentl  revere,  to  expofe  to  that  con- 
tempt he  deferves,  the  bafeit,  the  moll 
unworthy  of  mankind  !  Would  to  Hea- 
ven, dearell  Julia,  that  the  heart  I  fo  ar- 
dently covet,  could  reply,  without  re- 
luctance, to  the  fondeft  wifhes  of  mine  ; 
and  confer  on  me  a  title,  which  none 
would  difpute,  to  guard  my  fweeteft  an- 
gel from  infult." 

1  Whilft  I  fpoke,  I  perceived  the  tears 
again  fwell  into  her  eyes.  She  heaved  a 
deep  figh,  and  railing  them  once  more  to 
my  face,  "  Oh  !  do  not, — do  not  urge  me 
more  on  this  fubjeft  at  prefent,  faid  fhe, 

with 
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with  the  moft  affe&ing  earneftnefs.  I  am 
not — believe  me  I  am  not  infenfible  to 
your  worth — your  tendernefs.  But  O  ! 
Sir  Charles,  how  is.it  pofiible,  that,  a- 
midft  fuch  complicated  diftrefs,  my  heart 
can  admit  of  any  other  feeling  than  the 
deepeft,  the  moft  depreffing  forrow-  ?f* 

4t  Your  forrows  are  mine,  my  deareft 
Julia,  replied  I,  almoil  as  much  affe&ed 
as  herfelf.  Never  will  I  add  to  them,  by 
a  fubje£t  in  any  degree  painful  to  youe 
Permit  me  only  to  fhare  them,  and,  by 
confiding  in  my  friendfhip,  at  leaft  con- 
vince me  of  your  efteem." 

I  then  changed  the  converfation,  for 
one  always  interefting  to  this  moft  ami- 
able girl,  the  health  of  her  dear  mother. 
Infenfibly  the  reftraint,  always  vifible  in 
Julia's  manner,  when  any  thing  particu- 
lar takes  place  in  our  converfation,  gave 
way  to  that  fedatenefs  and  compolure, 

which, 
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1 

which,  more  than  all  her  other  attrac- 
tions, endears  her  to  my  heart.  Some- 
thing muft  be  done,  and  that  fpeedily, 
for  the  relief  of  thefe  deferving  fufferers. 
I  have  not  yet  been  able  to  fix  on  any 
plan  for  that  purpofe.  All  feem  liable  to 
fome  obje&ion.  But  Heaven,  I  truft, 
will  direct  me,  in  the  choice  of  that, 
which,  without  wounding  their  delicacy, 
may  alleviate  thofe  misfortunes,  which 
greatly  afflict, 

Your  devoted  and  faithful  friend, 

Charles  Mortimer. 

LETTER    LVL 

Mifs  Greville  to  Mifs  Herbert. 

Harwood. 

O  Maria  !  how  painful  is  this  fenfe  of 
ever-increafing  obligation  !  Never,  furely 
was  there  a  more  noble  or  delicate  mind, 
than  that  of  Sir  Charles  Mortimer.  Ever 
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fince  my  father's  death,  he  has.  if  poffible, 
been  more  refpectful  to  my  mother,  more 
attentive  to  me  than  formerly ;  but,  till 
yefterday,  never  once  hinted  the  fubjedt 
of  his  pailion.  I  wrote,  as  I  propofed,  to 
my  uncle.  Judge  of  my  aftonifhment 
this  morning,  on  receiving  the  following 
anfwer  to  my  letter. 

"  I  know  not  what  you  mean  by  five 
hundred  pounds  fent  hy  my  lawyer  to 
your  mother.  I  never  heard  of  your  fa- 
ther's death  till  this  moment,  and  coin 
fefs  it  is  an  event  which  occafions  me  but 
little  affliction.  As  your  mother  is  now, 
I  fuppofe,  abundantly  fenfible  of  an  er- 
ror never  to  be  repaired,  I  fliall  fay  no- 
thing at  prefent  on  the  hateful  fubjecl. 
If  fhe  and  her  daughter  can  be  fatisfied  to 
live  in  the  country,  where  I  may  never 
hear  a  name  I  deteft,  you  fhall  receive 
annually  two  hundred  pounds. 
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"  I  do  not  chufe  to  apply  to  government, 
in  behalf  of  thofe  I  will  never  counte- 
nance. 

Belmount." 


When  Sir  Charles  called,  as  ufual,  to 
enquire  after  us,  I  fliewed  him  this  let- 
ter, and  communicated  my  fufpicions  of 
the  real  author  of  my  mother's  prefent. 
He  did  not  affed  to  deny  it,  but  added, 
with  a  manner  extremely  ferious  and  af- 
fecting, "  Why,  deareft  Mifs  Greville, 
will  you  force  me  to  have  recourfe  to  ftra- 
tagems  I  deteft  ?  Have  you  not  allured 
me  of  your  efteem  ?  have  you  not  prof- 
fered me  your  friendihip?  is  it  generous, 
is  it  even  juft,  in  you,  to  refufe  the  only 
proofs  I  can  give  you  of  mine  ?  Is  it  in 
profperity  alone,  that  we  are  permitted 
to  enjoy  the  privileges  of  friendihip  ? 
Was  it  not  ordained  by  Heaven  to  be  the 
companion  of  adverfity  !  Where  would 
be  the  advantage  of  affluence,  if  all  the 

O  2  world 
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world  were  to  think  and  a6t  as  you  do  ? 
Are  riches  defir&ble  for  the  purpofe  of 
mere  felfifh  indulgence  ?  Let  us  change 
fituations,  and  afk  your  own  ingenuous 
heart,  what  pleafure  they  could  afford,  if 
thus  mifapplied  ? 

"  Deareft,  deareft  Julia,  continued  he, 
preffing  my  hand  to  his  lips,  believe  me, 
I  do  not  wifli  to  influence  your  determi- 
nations by  my  condud.  Not  even  from 
you,  would  I  accept  this  hand,  unlefs  it 
were  accompanied  with  that  degree  of 
tendernefs,  which  alone  would  enable  me 
to  render  you  happy.  But  tell  me,"  con- 
tinued he,  with  great  emotion,  and  fix- 
ing his  eyes  on  mine,  which  were  ftream- 
ing-with  tears,  "  may  I  not  hope, — may 
I  not  flatter  myfelf,  from  the  exquifite 
fenfibility,  of  which  I  daily  fee  fo  many 
proofs,  that  my  boundlefs  affe&ion,  and 
unremitting  cares  to  promote  your  felici- 
ty, joined  with  the  efteem  you  generouf- 

17 
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ly  profefs  for  me,  may  combine  to  form 
a  fentiment  fo  tender ,  as  in  time  may  ri- 
pen into  love  ? 

"  Let  vis  not  fport  away  our  own  hap- 
pinefs  in  purfuit  of  a  phantom,  an  ima- 
ginary blifs,  incompatible  with  our  pre* 
fent  ftate,  and  no  where  to  be  found, 
PolFeffed  of  each  others  efteern  and  con^ 
dence,  can  we  doubt,  that,  with  the  fin- 
cere  wiihr  Heaven  will  grant  us  the 
power  to  render  each  other  happy  ? 
Doubt  not,  my  amiable  Julia,  that,  with 
difpoiitions  and  principles  fuch  as  yours, 
the  man  you  honour  with  your  hand,  if 
fenfihle  of  the  value  of  fuch  a  bleffing* 
will  effectually  fecure,  by  his  conducfr^ 
your  tender,  your  grateful  affection.'5 
"  Oh  !  Sir  Charles,  exclaimed  I,  for  your 
own  fake,  for  mine,  do  not  urge  me  to  a 
ftep,  which  I  may  for  ever  repent,  A- 
gain,  let  me  affure  you  of  my  gratitude*, 
my  lively  kiting  efteern.,   but" — "  We 
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will  talk  no  more  on  this  fubject  at  pre- 
fent,"  interrupted  Sir  Charles.  "  I  am 
too  happy  in  pofieffing  your  friendfhip, 
to  rifk  the  lofs  of  fuch  a  bleffing,  by  any 
a&ion  that  might  occafion  you  uneafi- 
nefs." 

Soon  after,  he  took  his  leave.  I  told 
my  mother  the  fubftance  of  what  had 
pafled  between  us.  "My  deareft  Julia/* 
faid  this  affectionate  parent,  "  I  am  con- 
fcious,  that  a  little  time  muft  put  a  pe- 
riod to  all  my  forrows.  My  extreme 
weaknefs  convinces  me,  that  period,  fo 
long  defired,  draws  near.  After  fuifer- 
ing  fo  much  from  an  unhappy  marriage, 
can  you  wonder,  that  to  fee  you  happily 
fettled,  is  my  only  earthly  concern  ? 

"  I  would  not  urge  you  to  marry  any 
man  for  whom  you  felt  diilike ;  but  with 
the  fentiments   you    entertain    for    Sir 
Charles  Mortimer,  and  his  Angular  me- 
rit. 
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rit,  I  think  you  may,  nay,  ought  to  fe- 
cure  yourfelf  a  protector  againft  the  dan- 
gers  to  which  your  youth,  and  want  of 
-fortune,  will  expcfe  you, 

"  With  gratitude  and  ingenuity  like 
yours,  I  cannot  doubt  of  your  making  all 
the  returns  to   Sir  Charles's   tendernels, 

which  worth  like  his  deferves,  and  virtue 
like  yours  delights  to  pay. 

"  Yet — -let  not  regard  for  me  innue: 
my  dearest  child.    Believe  me.  Julia,  no- 
thing on  earth,   befides   your   happir 
can  qow  apYe  use  one  moment's  concern, 
Conlult  that,  my  heft  love.     If  you  can 
bring  yourself  to  marry  Sir  Cha:iz:  with- 
out reluctance,  let  sue  have  the  comfort 
before  I  die.  of  bellowing  you  0 
whom  I  really  think  deferring  of  inch  a 
treaiure.    If  not — trail  in  that  God,  who 
is  both  able  and  willing   to  protect  you, 
and  who  will  himself  reward  that  recti- 
tude. 
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tude,  which  he  at  once  infpires  and  ap- 


proves." 


Ah,  Maria  !  what  a  ftruggle  is  mine  I 
1  fee  the  path  of  duty  before  me :  ho- 
nour, juftice,  gratitude,  demand,  that  I 
fhould  repay  a  conduct  fo  exalted,  fo  dif- 
intereiled  as  that  of  Sir  Charles.  Maria  ! 
could  I  hope  to  make  him  happy — I 
would — I  think  I  would  comply  with  his 
wiihes,  the  wifhes  of  my  dear  affectionate 
mother,  the  dictates  of  my  own  fober  rea- 
fon.  But  this  heart, — this  ftubborn  re- 
bellious heart,  refufes  its  affent  to  the  de- 
cifion  of  my  judgment.  O  my  friend  ! 
fhould  I  conquer  my  reluctance  ;  fhould 
1  combat  my  fears ;  fhould  I  give  that 
hand  he  fo  anxioufly  folicits,  to  Sir 
Charles,  and  yet  be  unable  to  render 
him  happy, — what  then  would  remain 
for  your  Julia  ? 

It  is  too  plain,  that  my  dear  parent  is 
faft  verging  towards  the  clofe  of  a  life, 

fpent 
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fpent  in  virtue  and  piety,  but  afflided 
with  all  the  anguifti  that  flows  from  the 
bitter  fountain  of  ingratitude  ? 

How  neceffary  for  our  fupport,  whilft 
journeying  through  this  vale  of  tears,  is 
the  convidtion,  that  it  terminates  in  that 
land,  where  the  wicked  ceafe  from  trou- 
bling, and  the  weary  are  at  reft  ? — Still 
more,  Maria,  that,  through  the  dark  and 
difmal  territories  of  death,  we  pafs  to  the 
regions  of  light,  and  life,  and  immorta- 
lity ? 

Without  this  cheering  profpedt,  what 
a  chaos  of  darknefs,  confufion,  and  di- 
flrefs,  would  be,  at  this  moment,  the  af- 
flicted foul  of  your 

Julia  Gkeville. 

LET- 
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LETTER    J.VII. 

Mifs  Greville  to  Mifs  Herbert. 

HarwoocL 
For  two  days  pail,  my  beloved  friend, 
I  have  been  unable  to  hold  my  pen. 
The  depreflion  of  fpirits  occafioned  by 
my  mother's  illnefs,  and  my  own  per- 
plexity, received  fuch  an  addition  by 
the  arrival  of  your  letter,  as  wholly 
overcame  me. 

When  I  read  that,  at  the  fame  in- 
ftant  I  had  been  deploring  the  melancho- 
ly profpedl  of  a  feparation  from  the  befl 
of  mothers,  death  had  threatened  to  de- 
prive me  alfo  of  the  kindeft,  moil  en- 
deared of  friends,  I  was  alarmed  and  ter- 
rified beyond  meafure.  I  thought  all  I 
loved  were  going  to  abandon  me ;  and 
even  now  cannot  enjoy  my  fafety,  (like 
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a  wretch  juft  efcaped  fliipwreck),  for  re- 
flecting on  my  late  imminent  danger. 

It  is  the  obfervation  of  experience, 
that  misfortunes  feldom  come  fingle. 
Perhaps  it  is  ordained  in  mercy  to  man- 
kind, that  our  attention  fhould  be  di- 
verted from  dwelling  too  long  on  one  ob- 
ject, that  our  a&ivity  (in  which  confifts 
our  fafety)  ihould  be  excited  by  a  varie- 
ty of  troubles,  and  the  tide  of  our  afflic- 
tion rendered  lefs  impetuous  and  deftrac- 
tive,  by  being  divided  into  feveral  chan- 
nels. 

Oh,  my  friend  !  how  do  fuch  trying 
Situations  endear  to  us  the  great  truths  of 
religion  !  It  is  religion  which  Hills  the  vio- 
lence of  paffion,  and  foothsthe  mod  turbu- 
lent to  peace.  It  is  that  which,  in  the  dark- 
eft  hour  of  adverfity,  illumes  and  cheers 
the  foul  of  man.  It  is  that"  which  proves 
the  real  dignity  of  our  nature,  by  difco- 

vering 
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rering  to  irs  our  origin  and  deftination, 
It  is  that  alone  which  converts  the  fear- 
ful apprehenfion  of  a  mortal  Reparation, 
into  the  confirmed  hope  of  an  everlafting 
reunion,  with  all  thofe  whom  our  fouls 
hold  dear. 

My  mother  and  I  were  fitting  together 
laft  night,  when  a  fervant  from  Sir 
Charles  brought  her  the  following  letter. 

To  the  Honourable  Mrs  Greville. 

Grove* 
Dear  Madam, 

The  time  being  fixed  for  the  fale  of 
Harwood,  I  made  offer  to  purchafe  it 
from  the  creditors,  by  private  bargain. 

The  affair  was  concluded  this  morn- 
ing ;  and  I  have  the  fatisfa&ion  to  aflure 
you,  that  all  demands  on  the  eftate  are 
difcharged.     To  a  mind  of  fuch  feeling 

and 
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and  reftitude  as  yours,  I  know  this  cir- 
cumftance  will  afford  fincere  pleafure. 

But  as  I  am  confident  I  have  paid 
much  lefs  than  the  real  value  of  the  eftate, 
permit  me,  dear  Mrs  Greville,  to  pre- 
fent  you  with  the  reverfion  of  five  thou- 
land  pounds,  which  would  probably  have 
accrued  to  you,  had  the  affair  become  a 
public  tranfaclion ;  and  to  requeft,  that 
you  will  continue  to  poflefs  the  houfe  and 
furniture,  as  I  have  one  in  town,  larger 
than  is  requifite  for  my  family. 

The  pleafure  of  contributing  to  your 
eafe  and  comfort,  efpecially  at  this  try- 
ing jun&ure,  and  of  feeing  Mifs  Gjeville 
placed  in  that  independence,  to  which 
her  birth  and  merit,  give  her  an  unque- 
ftionable  right,  will  far  more  than  repay 
any  obligation,  which  you  may  perhaps 
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imagine  is  conferred  on  you,  by  your  de- 
voted 

and  mofl  humble  fervant, 

Charles.  Mortimer, 

My  mother  put  this  letter  into  my 
hands :  it  was  wet  with  her  tears :  fhe 
uttered  not  a  word  :  but  the  language  of 
her  looks  fufficientiy  expreffed  the  feel- 
ings of  her  foul,  and  conveyed  them  to 
mine  with  a  force  and  eloquence  that 
mock  description. 

Maria  !  I  am  undone  !  Who  can  re- 
fill generality  like  this  ?  Yes :  I  will 
conquer  this  rebellious  heart : — I  will 
tear  frorn^  thence  an  image  which  dis- 
honours the  temple  it  ufurps ;  which  is 
black  with  crimes  of  the  deepeft  dye ; 
perfidy,  ineonftancy,  ingratitude.  I  will 
banifh  Rivers  from  this  bofom  for  ever  ; 
and  welcome  the  noble,  the  generous 
Mortimer  in  his  place.    O  write,  Maria  I 

write, 
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write,  and  ftrerigthen-  my  feeble  refolu  • 
tions.  For  a  moment  my  heart  exults  in 
the  confcioufnefs  of  its  own  re&itude, 
and  virtuous  exertions.  But  foon  the 
tide  of  nature  and  frailty  returns  ;  foon 
it  links  with  apprehenfion,  trembles  witb 
doubt,  and  fickens  with  defpair.  I  will 
write  no  mora, 

Julia  Grevjlle. 

LETTER    LVIIL 
Colonel  Rivers  to  Captain  Stanley. 

CharleffouEu 

Heavens,  Stanley !  what  do  you  tell 
me?-  You  amaze,  you  tranfport  me* 
Can  I  credit  my  fenfes  ?  Is  Julia  Gre~ 
ville  ftill  unmarried  ?  Has  fhe  feen  the 
infamous  Rochdale  in  his  true  colours  ? 
Does  Ihe  repent  of  her  injuftice  to  him 
who  has  lived  only  to  love  her  ?  Does 
fhe  at  length  perceive,  that  happinefs 
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and  ambition  are  inconfiftent ;  and  re- 
folve  for  ever,  to  abjure  an  error,  that 
had  fo  nearly  ruined  her  peace  ?  Stan- 
ley, could  you  indeed  allure  me  of  all 
this,  fhe  might  ftill  be  mine,— I  might 
/till  be  happy. 

But  how,  my  friend,  can  we  account 
for  her  ftrange  conduct  ?  How  can  a 
heart  of  the  fmalleft  delicacy,  unite  it- 
felf  with  one  that  can  thus  lightly— thus 
unaccountably  wander  ?  Oh  that  I  had 
never  been  bleffed  with  her  affedlion,  or 
never  lived  to  deplore  the  lofs  of  it ! 

A  gleam  of  comfort  fiiddenly  breaks 
in  on  my  benighted  foul.  I  refled,  that 
Julia  herfelf  has  never  affured  me  of  a 
facl,  which  only  from  her  own  lips  I 
ought  to  have  believed  credible.  Roch- 
dale beloved  by  Julia  !  My  friend,  it 
cannot  be.  And  yet  with  fuch  proofs- 
proofs  almofl  inconteftable,  what  am  I  to 

-  think! 
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.think !  I  am  bewildered,  amazed,  dif- 
tracted, — -I  can  believe  any  thing,  but 
that  Julia  Greville  has  forgotten  and  re- 
nounced me ! 

Heavens !  and  is  there  then,  a  pofiibili- 
ty  that  I  may  have  been  deceived  ?  that 
I  have  unjuftly  fufpected  her  faith,  who 
ftill  fondly  loves  me: — that  I  have  inju- 
red, by  my  unpardonable  folly,  the  moil 
blamelefs,  tfoe  moft  admirable  of  her  fex  ? 
That,  at  this  very  moment,  whenihe,  be- 
lieving me  perfidious  and  ungrateful — 
reproaching  me  with  my  fuppofed  infide- 
lity,— accufing  me  as  the  caufe  of  her 
diftrefs,— ftill  generous,  ftill  conftant,  is 
lamenting  my  abfence,  and  wifhing, 
vainly  wiihing,  for  my  return  ? — perhaps 
is  already  become  the  victim  of  my  bar- 
barous credulity.  Defend  me,  Heaven  I 
from, that  maddening  thought. 

P  3  Bur 
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But  I  am  already  diftra&ed.  I  rave, 
Stanley ;  it  cannot,  cannot  be.  Has  fhe 
not  renounced  and  abandoned  me  ?  Has 
Hie  not  remained  unmoved  by  my  mife- 
ry,  deaf  to  my  complaints,  and  obftinate- 
ly  filent,  in  fpite  of  my  moll  tender  re- 
monftrances  ? 

My  friend,  have  compaflion  on  my 
wretchednefs.  Write,  I  conjure  you,  write 
to  your  aunt,  without  loiing  a  moment. 
Haften,  and  relieve  me  from  agonizing 
fufpence.  Learn  what  has  fo  long  delay- 
ed a  marriage,  of  the  certainty  of  which 
we  were  fo  well  affured . 

But  what  do  I  fay  ?  If  I  have  been 
once  fo,  may  I  not  again  be  deceived  ! 

I  will  go  inftantly  to  Lord  M — ,  and 
demand  leave  of  abfence,  for  which  my 
declining  health  furnilhes  a  fufficient 
pretext, 

Though 


MISS   GREVILLE.       175 

Though  urged  by  my  phyficians,  to  re- 
turn to  my  native  air,  I  have  hitherto 
enjoined  them  filence  on  that  head.  Can 
health  of  body  be  valuable  to  him  whofe 
deadly  ficknefs  is  feated  in  the  heart  ? 

But  now  the  defire  of  life  returns. 
The  feeble  hope  rekindled  by  your  laft 
letter,  burns  every  hour  brighter  and 
brighter.  Yes,  Stanley  ;  on  that  hope,, 
however  doubtful,  hangs  all  my  earthly 
good, 

A  bare  poffibility  has  altered  my  firm- 
eft  refolution,  never  to  abandon  mypoft5, 
till  I  fhould  be  no  longer  able  to  main- 
tain it.  But  now,  what  is  fame,  glory9 
intereft?  they  vanilh  before  the  moft  di- 
ftant  hope  of  recovering  my  fondly  belo- 
ved Julia ! 

I  go  then  to  folicit  permiffion  to  re~ 
turn  to  England,  of  which  Lord  M/shu- 

inanity 
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manity  will  make  me  fecure.  Oh,  Stan- 
ley !  in  what  a  difordered,  what  a  dif- 
tra&ing  ftate  is  my  mind  !  One  moment 
all  expectation,  the  next  funk  in  defpon- 
dent  apprehenfion. 

A  few  fhort  weeks  mud  terminate  the 
dreadful  conflidt,^  and  fix  your  friend  the 
happieft  or  moft  wretched  of  mankind. 

George  Rivers. 


LETTER    LIX. 

Mif?  Greville  to  Mifs  Herbert. 

Harwood. 

My  deareft  mother  grows  worfe  and 
worfe.  Is  it  poffible  that,  in  fuch  a  fitu- 
ation,  I  Ihould  think  of  entering  into  en- 
gagements, which  I  am  wholly  unable  to 
fulfil !  Alas,  Maria  !  what  will  become 
of  me  ?     I  cannot  defer ibe  to  you  the 

perturbation 
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perturbation  of  my  mind,  nor  the  lick- 
nefs  of  foul,  and  total  indifference  to  life, 
I  experience,  as  often  as  -I  review  the 
difmal  profpedls  with  which  I  am  fur- 
rounded.  I  tremble  to  think  of  forming 
a  connexion,  which  might  one  day  ex- 
pofe  me  to  fuch  killing  forrow,  as  that 
which  has  long  preyed  on  the  heart  of 
the  beft  of  women  ;  and  which  nothing 
but  the  aid  of  Heaven,  joined  to  her  fu- 
perior  goodnefs,  enabled  her  patiently 
to  endure.  Alas,  my  friend  !  though 
the  foul  has  been  unlhaken  amid  the 
ftorm  of  adverfity,  the  frail,  the  mortal 
habitation,  is  daily  yielding  to  its  cruel 
violence. 

Whilfl  my  dear  parent  is  retired  to 
reft,  I  have* ftrolled  down  the  fide  of  the 
river  as  far  as  the  church-yard.  It  is  a 
fcene  that  makes  me  thoughtful,  but  ne- 
ver melancholy.  Do  I  deceive  myfelf, 
in  believing^  that  the  friend  of  my  heart 

will 
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will  be  pleafed  to  read  the  filent  lan- 
guage of  mine,  whilit  ruminating  befide 
the  lowly  receptacles  of  the  dead  ?  thofe 
humble  manfions,  that  flatter  not  their 
vanity,  but  yield  moil  important  infrac- 
tion to  the  living. 

11  How  beautifully  folemn  is  the  fcene 
that  furrounds  me  !  The  moon,  riling 
from  behind  the  hill,  is  enlightening  the 
dark  front  of  the  venerable  abbey,  which 
is  checkered  at  times  by  the  interpoflng, 
branches  of  a  fingle  tree,  bending  with 
age,  and  wiving  flowly  to  the  flighteft 
breath,  in  a  kind  of  lifelefs  fadnefs, 

M  The  queen  of  heaven  now  fuddenly 
unveils  her  radiance  j  and  her  bright 
beams  glittering  on  tl>e  dewy  graves,, 
fervc  to  inftrudt  me  in  the  boaftlefs  an- : 
nals  of  thofe,  who,  but  for  thefe  frail  me- 
morials, had  long  fince  been  forgotten.' 
Ye  harrnlefs  inhabitants  of  this  peaceful 

dwelling,. 


MISS    GREVILLL       179 

dwelling,  how  do  I  envy  you  your  fe- 
cure  repofei  When — Oh  when  fhall  I 
cfcape  from  this  difturbed,  diforderly 
fcene,  to  enjoy  reft,  unbroken  like  yours! 
Contented  with  your  native  obfeurity, 
ungentle  paffions  never  rankled  in  your 
bofom,  nor  did  the  arts  of  reduction  cor- 
rupt your  heart.  Ye  knew  not  to  rea- 
Ton,  becaufe  ye  had  neither  vice  to  dif- 
guife,  nor  vanity  to  indulge  ;  but  meek- 
ly fubmitting  yourfelves  to  be  taught  of 
God,  ye  w7ere  contented  with  the  plain 
path  of  duty,  which  infinite  wifdom  had 
prefcribed,  and  thankfully  accepted  for 
your  guide,  that  word  of  truth,  which 
infinite  goodnefs  had  bellowed.  Hap- 
py in  your  native  fimplicity,  ye  w7ere 
ftrangers  to  the  arts  of  ambition  and  ava- 
rice, the  mortifications  of  pride,  and  the 
feverifh  thirfl  of  fame.  Your  humble 
labours  were  labours  of  love :  ye  have 
refted  from  them,  but  they  fnall  not  go 
unrewarded.     Did   you    not    reap    the 

blefied 
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bleffed  fruits  of  them,  even  whilft  on 
earth  ?  When  ye  were  in  afflidtion,  did 
not  fympathy  confole  you  ?  When  in  po- 
verty, did  not  liberality  fuftain  you? 
When  ye  languifhed  in  ficknefs,  did  not 
the  Almighty  himfelf  fmooth  your  bed  ? — 

What  means  this  thrilling  horror 
that  fteals  through  my  veins,  as  I  ap- 
proach nearer  thefe  lonely  manfions, 
where  reft  the  once  gay  companions  of 
my  youth  ?  Is  it  the  effect  of  fuperfti- 
tious  fear,  or  the  dreams  of  a  difordered 
imagination,  that  thus  agitate  my  feeble 
frame,  and  unhinge  my  difordered  mind  ? 
No  ;  it  is  the  more  forcible  language  of 
nature,  that  fhrinks  from  the  thought  of 
diffolution  with  abhorrence*  It  is  that 
fecret  powerful  inftinft,  that  watchful 
centinel,  appointed  by  the  wife  Creator, 
to  guard  the  myfterious  paffage  from  life 
to  death,  which  oppofes  the  rafh  deed  of 
violence,  checks  the  wild  tyranny  of  for- 

row, 
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row,    and  fnatches  the  uplifted  dagger 
from  the  hand  of  defpair. 

"  I  will  obey  its  di&ates.  Yet  ere  I  go, 
let  me  reflect. — -What  have  I  to  fear  from 
the  diflblution  of  this  mortal  frame,  or  the 
folemn  pageantry  of  woe  that  furrounds 
me.  When  the  frail  tenement  ihall 
moulder  in  ruins,  no  longer  concerned 
in  the  fate  of  its  earthly  habitation,  the 
heavenly  inhabitant  lhall  afcend  to  its 
everlafting  abode ;  and,  difincumbered 
from  the  fhackles  of  mortality,  the  imma- 
terial and  immortal  fpirit,  poffe fling  the 
glorious  liberty  of  the  fons  of  God,  fhall 
rejoice  eternally  in  his  prefence,  with 
whom  is  the  fountain  of  life,  and  at 
whofe  right  hand  are  pleafures  for  ever- 
more* 

"Farewell,  ye  negle&ed,  ye  filent  te- 
nants of  the  tomb  !  O  that  I  might  foon 
fleep  in  peace  like  you  !  then  ftiould  the 
cares  that  perplex,  the  hopes  that  feduce, 

Vol.  II.  (^  and 
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and  the  forrows  that  pierce  my  heart,  all 
vanifh  like  a  dream,  and  be  forgotten  for 
ever." 

On  returning  from  my  folitary  ram- 
ble, I  found  my  dear  mother  better  than 
for  feveral  days  paft.  Our  converfation 
naturally  turned  on  him,  whofe  worth 
daily  increafes  that  efteem,  which  I 
would  give  the  world  to  cheriih,  till  it 
fhould  become  every  thing  he  wifhes. 
Maria  !  how  aftonifhing  is  the  inconfift- 
ency  of  our  minds!  how  capricious  the 
feelings  of  our  hearts !  Though  the 
name  of  Rivers  fcarce  ever  pafTes  thefe 
lips,  to  which  I  have  enjoined  a  death-like 
filence  on  the  fubjeft ;  though  I  ftrive  to 
banifh  him  from  my  thoughts  through 
the  day,  no  fooner  do  I  clofe  my  eyes, 
than  my  unfettered  imagination  hurries 
me  to  thofe  dire  fcenes,  where  War  is  car- 
rying diftrefs  and  defolation  ;  where,  at 
this  moment,  lick,  wounded,  dying  per- 
haps, 
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haps,  the  guilty,  yet  unfortunate  Rivers, 
deferted  of  every  friend,  abandoned  of 
every  hope,  is  falling  a  viftim  to  that  in- 
fatiate  deftroyer  of  the  human  race.  Ah, 
ungrate  !  unconfcious  of  the  worth  of 
that  treafure  thou  fcorneft,  why,  Oh  why 
cannot  I  too  forget  ?  Why  cannot  I  lofe 
either  the  memory  of  thy  former  virtues 
and  affe&ion,  or  of  thy  prefent  ingrati- 
tude and  perfidy*? 

Sir  Charles  has  been  abfent  for  two 
days,  under  pretence  of  indiipofition; 
but,  in  reality,  I  believe,  to  avoid  thofe 
acknowledgments,  which  his  late  noble 
condud:  fo  amply  merits. He  is  be- 
low, Maria,  and  fends  to  requeft  the  fa- 
vour of  my  company.  Every  time  we 
meet,  I  feel  more  and  more  embarrafled. 
Judge,  if  his  late  condud  is  calculated 
to  relieve  me  from  the  painful  confciouf- 
nefs  with  which  my  heart  is  opprefled. 

Q^2  Maria  I 
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Maria  !  at  length  my  fate  is  de- 
termined, my  promife  irrevocably  given  ; 
and,  from  this  moment,  I  renounce  eve- 
ry thought  of  the  unworthy  Rivers,  and 
devote  every  fubfequent  hour  of  my  life, 
to  the  noble,  the  generous,  the  affectio- 
nate Mortimer 

On  entering  the  parlour,  my  former 
fufpicion  was  confirmed" ;  and  I  was  afha- 
med  to  condole  with  him  on  account  of 
indifpofition,  whilft  his  looks  indicated 
the  moil  perfect  health.  He  tenderly  re- 
proached me  for  paying  fo  little  regard 
to  mine  ;  and  my  mother  joined  him  in 
entreating  me  to  make  an  excurfion  as 
far  as  Mrs  Clifford's,  whom  I  had  never 
feen  fince  my  father's  death.  We  did  fo, 
and  found  her  fitting  with  little  Clara  in 
her  lap,  whom  fhe  was  teaching  to  read. 
She  was  in  deep  mourning,  though  not 
in  a  widow's  habit.  There  was  a  delica- 
cy in  this  conduct  that  plekfed  me  much. 

Her 
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Her  fpirits  were  fo  low,  fhe  could 
hardly  fpeak  without  fhedding  tears ;  but 
after  fitting  an  hour,  fhe  grew  fomewhat 
eafier,  and  talked  of  her  obligations  to 
our  kindnefs,  in  the  warmeft,  but  moil 
delicate  terms.  Every  moment  we  found 
frelh  caufe  to  admire  her  fine  fenfe,  and 
agreeable  manners.  We  took  our  leave, 
and  on  our  way  home,  Sir  Charles  fent 
his  fervant  with  an  apology  to  Lord 
Cleveland,  as  he  had  promifed  my  mo- 
ther to  return  to  dinner.  No  fooner  was 
he  gone,  than  we  engaged  in  a  very  in- 
terefting  converfation  ;  and  the  weather 
being  extremely  hot,  walked  our  horfes 
great  part  of  the  way.  On  coming 
to  a  crofs  road,  which  was  very  rough r 
Sir  Charles  holding  the  reins  too  loofe, 
his  horfe  came  down  in  a  moment  with 
fuch  violence,  that  he  threw  his  mafter 
to  a  confiderable  diftance. 

Sir  Charles  recovered  himfelf ;  but,  on 
looking  about,  .1  faw  the  blood  trickling 

Q  3  from 
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from  his  temples.     I  cannot  exprefs  the 
horror  I  felt  at  that  moment.     I  fprung 
from  my  horfe,  and  flew  to  his  affiftance. 
He  treated  the  accident  as  a  trifle  ;  took 
my  hand,    and  tenderly  preffing  it  be- 
tween  his,   allured  me,    that  he  felt  no, 
pain,  but  what  arofe  from  giving  me  un- 
ealinefs.     Whilft  he  was  fpeaking,  I  faw 
him  change  colour,  he  reeled  back  fome 
paces,    and  grew  fo  faint,,  that  he  was 
forced  to  fupport  himfelf  againft  a   tree,,, 
to  prevent  his  falling  to  the  ground.    My 
apprehe.nfions  became  fo  violent,  and  I 
trembled  fo  much,  I  could  hardly  ftand.. 
Indeed,   till   that  moment,  I  knew  not 
how  dear  he  was  to  me,  I  entreated  him 
to  fit   down  on   the   grafs,    chaffed  his 
temples  with  my  handkerchief,  and  fup- 
ported  him  in  my  arms.     In  a  few  mi- 
nutes he  recovered  from  the  ftupor  occa- 
fioned  by  the  fall,  and,  looking  up  to  me 
with  inexpreffible  fweetnefs — "  O  Julia  ! 
faid  he,   Oh  my  angel !    what  would  I 
give  to  owe  to  your  love,  what  I  receive 

from 
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from  your  compaflion."     The  affecting 
tone  in  which  he  uttered  thefe  words,  re- 
minded me   of  my  fituation.     My  arm 
was  ftill  round  him  ;  I  haftily  withdrew 
it ;  and,  covered  with  blufhes,  was  about 
to  retire  to  a  greater  diftanee.  He  feized 
my  hand,  and  preffing  it  to   his  bofom, 
"  Unkind  Julia  1  cried  he,  will  you  then 
leave  me  in  this  fituation  ?   Oh  !  ficknefs3 
death  were  more   fupportabie   than  this 
conftant  indifference."     "I  am  not  in- 
different, Sir  Charles,  replied  I ;  my  fears 
at  this  moment  witnefs  for  me."     "  Ah, 
Julia  1  exclaimed  he  with  anguifh,   you 
deceive  yourfelf :  you  fear  for  my  death, 
but  you  wifh  not  for  my  life."     "■  Good 
Heavens,  Sir  Charles,  cried  I  with  emo- 
tion, furely  you  cannot  think*fo.    I  wifh 
your  life — your  happinefs.     I  anxioufly 
wifh  to  be  able — to — "  O  what,  my  Ju- 
lia !  (gazing  on  me),  what  do  you  anxiouf- 
ly wifh  ?"   interrupted  he  eagerly.     "  I 
wifh,  Sir  Charles,  to — to," — "  To  make 
me  bleffed— to  be  my  wife,"  exclaimed 

he, 
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he,  tranfported.  I  did  not  retradl  what 
had  juft  efcaped  me.  This  aflent,  though 
perhaps  too  raflily  given,  was  that  of  my 
heart,  as  well  as  of  my  duty,  Maria. 
The  danger  to  which  I  faw  Sir  Charles 
expofed,  awakened  in  my  bofom  emo- 
tions fo  tender,  that  I  almoft  perfuade 
myfelf  I  have  been  unjuft,  in  fo  long  ac- 
eufing  myfelf  of  indifference  to  my  kind 
and  generous  benefactor.  The  wound 
he  received  by  the  fall,  proved  to  be  very 
flight ;  and  though  fome  uneafinefs  re- 
mained from  the  violence  of  the  fhock, 
by  the  time  we  reached  Harwood,  fcarce 
any  traces  of  it  were  vifible.  The  live- , 
lieft  joy  fparkled  in  his  eyes,  and  diffufed 
over  his  countenance  a  gay  and  moft  a- 
greeable  expreffion.  On  my  quitting  the 
room,  he  told  my  mother  of  the  promife 
I  had  given  him,  and  entreated  her  to 
join  with  hirn^  in  urging  the  early  per- 
formance of  it.  He  likewife  propofed  to 
her,  to  pay  a  vifit  to  the  hot  wells  at  Bri- 
ftol,  which,  he  flattered  himfelf,  would 

have 
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have  a  falutary  effect  on  her  conftitu- 
tion.  At  that  moment  I  entered  the 
room,  fhe  cheerfully  confented  to  the 
plan,  and  holding  out  her  arms  to  em- 
brace me,  "1 1  fhall  now  value  health, 
my  Julia— I  fhall  now  wifh  to  live  a  little 
longer,  fince  I  am  confident  I  fhall  fee 
my  beloved  child  happy." 

On  reviewing  the  important  occurren- 
ces of  this  day,  Maria,  I  ftrive  to  per- 
fuade  myfelf  I  have  a6led  aright;  yet 
there  are  moments  of  weaknefs,  when 
the  convi&ion  of  reafon  yields  but  fmall 
confolation  to  the  heart.  The  vigour  of 
our  minds  is  fubjedl  to  great  varieties  ; 
and,  in  fcrutinizing  any  queftion,  cir- 
cumftances  at  one  time  ftrike  our  atten- 
tion, which  at  another  are  wholly  over- 
looked. Hence  arifes  a  degree  of  hefita- 
tion,  in  pronouncing  on  our  own  con- 
duct, highly  painful  and  perplexing ; 
and  hence,  at  this  moment,  I  experience 

a 
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a   doubtfulnefs    with   refpedt   to    mine, 
which  is  diftreffing  beyond  defcription. 

Write  to  me,  deareft  Maria.     Remind 

me  of  the  motives  by  which  I  have  been 

influenced.     Say  every  thing  you   can, 

confiftently  with  truth,  to  foothe,  con- 

fole,  and  encourage  me.     You  pofiefs  the 

power  of  reconciling  me  to  myfelf :  it  is 

a  dangerous  privilege,  but  you  will  ufe 

it  withdifcretion. 

Yours  ever, 

Julia  Greville, 


LETTER    LX. 

Mifs  Herbert  to  Mifs  Greville. 

L-ondon. 

Yes,   with  truth  I  can  applaud  your 

conduct ;  I  can  fay  every  thing  to  foothe, 

to   encourage  my   friend.     I   can   even 

forefee,  that  her  fate  will  be  as  far  fupe- 

rior 
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rior  in  happinefs  to  the  common  lot  of 
mortals,  as  fhe  is  fuperior  to  them  in  rec- 
titude and  true  goodnefs. 

Thofe  connexions,  my  Julia,  are  ever 
the  moil  lafting,  whofe  rife  is  fponta- 
neous,  and  whofe  progrefs  gradual. 
What  is  the  caufe  that  we  fee  fo  few 
happy  marriages  ?  What,  but  their  be- 
ing haftily  contracted,  from  motives  of 
interefi,  ambition,  or  convenience  alone. 
In  forming  this  connection,  the  parties 
fhew  a  due  regard  to  every  circumftance, 
but  that  which  is  the  moft  effential  of 
all,  temper.  When  we  fele£t  a  partner, 
from  the  difcovery  of  real  merit,  our 
felf-love  is  agreeably  foothed  with  the 
idea  of  our  own  penetration.  His  perfec- 
tions flowly  and  gradually  develop  them- 
felves  ;  we  have  time  alfo  to  difcover  his 
faults :  hence  arifes  a  juft  and  lafting 
judgment.  Such  a  friendfhip  is  matu- 
red  by  time.     The    lovers  adopt  each 

others 
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others  fentiments,  their  characters  in 
fome  meafure  change,  and  they  become 
at  once  more  amiable,  and  more  endear- 
ed to  each  other,  by  the  aflimilation. 

Such  has  been  the  progrefs  of  that  ten- 
der and  animated  efteem,  by  which  you 
and  Sir  Charles  are  now  united.  Hap- 
py may  your  union  prove !  It  will,  it 
mull  be  happy  I 

1  wifli  I  could  infpire  you  with  a  por- 
tion of  Lucy's  admirable  fpirits.  I  beg- 
ged her  to  read  to  me  this  morning,  whilft 
I  was  dreffing,  a  favourite  paflage  from 
a  fermon  of  the  Bifhop  of  Chefter,  which 
I  (hall  inclofe  in  this  letter,  hoping  that 
one  day  my  amiable  friend  may  have  oc- 
cafion  to  enforce  the  dodtrine  of  this 
pious  and  elegant  writer.  She  took  up 
the  book,  and  fixing  her  eyes  on  the  glafs, 
in  a  folemn  and  affedled  tone  began— 
"  Of  all  the  works  of  beauty  and  wif. 
dom,  with  which  Nature  hath   adorned 

this 
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this  lower  creation,  there  is  none  which 
we  contemplate  with  fuch  pleafure  and 
admiration   as   a   fine    face  !    efpecially 
when  that  face  is  one's  own." .    I  could 
not  help  fmiling  at  this  fally,  but  judged 
it  proper  to  le&ure  her  gravely  on  her 
giddinefs  and  levity.     She  liilened  with 
much  compofure,  dropped  me  a  low  cur- 
tefy,  and  left  the  room.  Then  returning 
in  a  minute,    "  I  proteft,  my  dear  Maria, 
your  ferious  le&ure  put  every  thing  elfe 
out  of  my  head.     I  have  juft  got  this 
morning  a  beautiful  picture  of  Minerva, 
which  more  exactly  refembles  my  idea 
of  that  goddefs   than    any  I   have  yet 
feen.     Here,"  continued  fhe,  "judge  for 
yourfelf.    Tell  me,  have  you  ever  beheld 
a  countenance  fo  ferious,   yet  fo  plea* 
ling  ?  where  the  dignity  that  commands, 
and  the  fweetnefs  that   invites,    are  fo 
charmingly  blended."    She  held  out  her 
pocket-book,  but,  inftead  of  a  fine  paint- 
ing, I  found  nothing  there  but  a  mirror. 
Vol,  II,  R  Adieu, 
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Adieu,  deareft  Julia,  May  your  pie- 
ty, humanity,  and  ingenuity,  be  to  you 
unfailing  fprings  of  the  pureft  enjoy- 
ment !  When  you  would  derive  plea- 
fure  from  being  efteemed  aad  beloved, 
ir  degree  can  give  worth  to  thefe  affec- 
tions, think  of 

Your 

Maria  Herbert. 

[LETTER    LXL 

Sir  Charles  Mortimer  to  Mr  Belford. 

Grove. 

At  length,  my  friend,  my  happinefs 
is  complete,  and  I  am  convinced  of  my 
folly,  in  fhutting  my  eyes  fo  long  to  the 
truth. 

Julia,  the  gentleft,  the  moft  amiable 
of  women— Yes,  Julia  loves.  An  acci- 
dent yefterday  betrayed  the   delightful 

fecret, 
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fecret,  and  revealed  thofe  enchanting, 
thole  lively  fentiments,  which  unequal- 
led modefty  has  hitherto  concealed. 

No  longer,  my  dear  Belford,  am  I  un- 
der the  painful  neceffity  of  impofing  on 
myfelf  continual  reftraint.  No  longer 
do  I  dread  offending  my  Julia  by  the  dif- 
covery  of  fentiments  too  tender  to  be  dif- 
fembled,  too  ardent  to  be  concealed.  No 
longer  does  fhe  decline  hearing  thofe  art- 
lefs  expreffions  of  love,  which,  infenfi- 
bly  mingling  with  thofe  of  pity,  gain  ac- 
cefs  to  her  gentle  heart,  without  alarm- 
ing, or  too  greatly  agitating  it.  Now, 
now  indeed,  I  can  with  propriety  em- 
ploy, for  her  and  her  mother,  thofe  ad* 
vantages  which  Fortune  fupplies,  or  ra- 
ther which  Providence  commits  to  our 
care,  as  means  of  that  happinefs  which  it 
thus  puts  in  our  own  power  to  obtain,  by 
the  proper  application  of  its  gifts.  Now 
duty  demands,   what  inclination  always 

R  a  fuggefted  j 
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fuggefted  \  and  converts  a&s  of  genero- 
fity,  into  expreffions  of  gratitude. 

My  fweet  angel  ftill  appears  thought- 
ful and  ferious,  but  her  referve  is  evi- 
dently that  of  modefty,  not  indifference  ; 
and  Hie  has  loft  that  look  of  deprefling 
melancholy,  which  ufed  to  pain  my  very 
foul.  She  confides  to  me  all  her  inquie- 
tudes, particularly  thofe  refpe&ing  her 
much  loved  parent ;  and  if  our  mutual 
attachment  does  not  partake  of  thofe 
tranfports  to  which  youthful  enthufiafm, 
rather  than  fettled  efteem,  gives  rife,  it 
has  all  that  tendernefs  and  delicacy, 
which  fuits  with  modefty  and  innocence 
like  hers,  and  is  more  agreeable  to  the 
notions  I  have  ever  entertained  on  that 
fubjedh 

Perhaps  you  will  think  me  whimfical, 
when  I  confefs,  that  I  fhould  wifh  my 
wife  to  feel  paffion,  but  never  to  exprefs 

it, 
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It.  Senfibility  is  the  moil  endearing 
charm  of  the  fex ;  but  the  turbulence  of 
paffion  is  incompatible,  in  my  opinion* 
either  with  that  innate  delicacy,  or  quick 
fenfe  of  propriety,  which  is  infeparable 
from  an  elegant  and  truly  virtuous  fe^ 
male  mind* 

How  much  happinefs  do  I  promife  inyi 
felf  in  the  fociety  of  fo  amiable,  fa  fenli- 
ble  a  companion  !  How  delightful  will 
be  the  talk,  of  ftill  farther  cultivating 
that  fine  underftanding  and  juft  tafte, 
with  which  Heaven  has  diftinguifhed 
this  lovely  young  creature  !  and  who,  by 
the  mere  force  of  fuperior  talents,  has  fo 
far  conquered  all  the  obftacles  which  her 
late  fituation  threw  in  the  way  of  her 
improvement,  as  to  appear,  with  Angu- 
lar grace  and  propriety,  even  in  the  moll 
difficult  circumftances.  But  good  fenfe 
is  indeed  a  a  fcience  fairly  worth  the  fe~ 
ven."  Apropos  on  this  fubjeft.  Though 
I  do  not  wifh  to  fee  women  become  learn- 

R  #  ed? 
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ed,  we  certainly  judge  very  ill,  in  depri- 
ving them  of  fuch  branches  of  know- 
ledge, as  tend,  by  enlightening  their  un- 
derftanding,  and  diverfifying  their  flu- 
dies,  to  divert  their  minds  from  thofe  fri- 
volous purfuits,  which  invariably  corrupt 
their  tafte,  diffipate  their  thoughts,   and 
at  laft  fatally  influence   their    conduct* 
By  being  early  taught  a  proper  refped  for 
themfelves,  and  juft  notions  of  their  own 
importance,  women  in  general  would  be- 
come more  refpe&able.     To  the  want  of 
this  proper  pride,  and  thefe  elegant  a- 
mufements,  much  of  the  mifcondud,  too 
apparent  of  late  years  in  the  fafhionable 
world,  mayjuftly,  I  think,  be  attributed,, 
It  is  confequently,  with  the  utmoft  fatif- 
fadion,  every  friend  to  the  interefts  of 
fociety,    mull  obferve,  the  fuccefsful  at- 
tempts daily  made  to  improve  the  mode 
of  female  education  ;  efpecially  by  thofe 
of  the  fex,  whofe  diftinguifhed  virtue 
bears  teftimony  to  the  importance  of  their 
precepts* 

Mv 
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My  friend's  known  liberality  of  fenti- 
ment,  aflures  me  of  the  approbation  of 
thofe  of  his 

Affectionate  and  faithful 

Charles  Mortimer* 

LETTER    LXIL 

Mifs  Greville  to  Mifs  Herbert. 

Harwood. 
Your  approbation,  fo  warmly  expreff- 
ed,   my  deareft  Maria,  has  afforded  me 
all  the  fatisfa&ion  your  friendly  heart 
can  wifh. 

At  prefent  I  have  need  of  every  fup- 
port ;  for  my  poor  mother's  weaknefs  in- 
creafes  daily,  and  alarms  me  fo  much, 
that  I  cannot  conceal  my  apprehenfions.  _ 
Sir  Charles  kindly  endeavours  to  mode- 
rate them ;  but  he  is  too  good,  and  too 
fenfible,  to  attempt  deceiving  me  with 

falfe 
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falfe  hopes,  and  her  danger  is  apparent 
to  every  one  who  fees  her.  He  is  an- 
xious that  we  fliould  fet  out  for  Briftol 
without  delay ;  but  I  begin  to  fear  this 
will  be  impracticable. 

Alas,  Maria !  my  firft  and  fondeft 
hope  is  difappointed,  that  of  giving  hap- 
pinefs  to  my  excellent  parent ; — flie  will 
never  live  to  witnefs  mine  !  Ah  !  fhould 
my  next  be  alike  fruitlefs  ! — Should  my 
endeavours  to  pleafe,  to  render  happy, 
the  man  who  is  about  to  entruft  me  with 

his  peace,  his  honour My  head  turns 

giddy  with  the  thought !  ■  Maria  !  di- 
ftrefs  has  made  an  abfolute  coward  of 
me. 

Sir  Charles  kindly  propofcd,  that  we 
fhould  again  vifit  Mrs  Clifford,  before 
leaving  Harwood,  that  we  might  concert 
together  fome  plan  for  her  future  efta- 
blifhment. ,  We    fet   out    accordingly ; 

when 
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when  we  reached  the   fpot   where  Sir 
Charles's  horfe  fell,  "  I  fhall  never  pafs 
this  way,  without  fhuddering  with  hor- 
ror, faid  I,  for  the  danger  to  which  I  faw 
you  expofed."   "And  I,"  replied  he  with 
vivacity,  "  fh  all  regard  it  as  the  fcene  of  the 
moll  fortunate  event  of  my  life."  When 
we  arrived  at  the  cottage,  wre  found  Mrs 
Clifford,  as  ufual,  at  work,  but  ftill  fo  de- 
je<5ted,  that  it  required  all  Sir  Charles's 
delicacy  and  management  to  engage  her 
in  converfation.     On  hinting  his  wifhes 
and  mine,   to  fee  her  agreeably  fettled, 
fhe  faid,  "  fhe  could  not  fupport  the  idea 
of  hanging  a  burden  on  friends  fo  gene- 
rous, and  that  flie  was  refolved  to  go  out 
into  the  world,  that  fhe  might  not  only 
work  for  her  own  fubfiflence,  but  be  en- 
abled to  give  her  little  Clara  proper  edu- 
cation."    She  added,    "that  as  fhe  was 
extremely  neat  at  her  needle,  fhe  would 
prefer  attending  on  a  lady  to  any  other 
occupation."     Then,  with  a  deep  figh, 

in 
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in  a  low  voice,  {he  added,  "  I  believe  I 
am  qualified  for  a  governefs ;  but  who 
will  entruft  their  children  to  my  care  ?" 
I  begged  her  to  make  her  mind  eafy,  till 
our  return  from  Briftol,  when  we  would 
be  better  able  to  fix  on  a  proper  depart- 
ment for  her,  than  the  prefent  diftrefs  of 
our  family  would  permit. 

As  we  returned  home,  "  I  wifh  much 
to  know  your  opinion  of  Mrs  Clifford's 
fchemes,  Mifs  Greville,"  faid  Sir  Charles, 
"  I  beg  you  will  tell  me  yours,  Sir,"  faid 
I.  "  I  by  no  means  think  folitude  pro- 
per for  a  mind  in  the  fituation  of  hers," 
replied  he,  "  other wrife  we  might  eafily 
continue  her  in  her  prefent  way  of  life. 
The  buftle  of  the  world,  I  fhould  fear, 
would  prove  equally  unfavourable.  But 
if  my  Julia  would  not  think  me  too  pre- 
fumptuous,  and  already  encroaching  too 
far  on  her  indulgence,  I  could  look  for- 
ward a  little,  and  point  out  a  fituation, 

which, 
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which,  I  think,  would  both  be  fuitable 
and  agreeable,  and  make  her  as  eafy  as 
the  memory  of  her  misfortunes  will  per- 
mit her  to  be.  To  fuperintend  a  family  fo 
regular  and  happy,  as  that  which  I  hope 
will  foon  refide  at  Harwood,  would  oc- 
cupy, without  fatiguing  her;  and  a  heart, 
long  broken  by  harfhnefs  and  negledt, 
would  tafte  the  fweeteft  confolation,  in 
the  approbation  of  fo  tender  and  indul- 
gent a  miftrefs."  I  blufhed,  and  hold- 
ing out  my  hand  to  Sir  Charles,  "  What 
an  enchanting  art  do  you  poffefs,"  faid 
I,  "  of  making  one  in  love  with  good- 
nefs  !  But  you  mull  not  take  the  whole 
merit  of  this  plan  to  yourfelf.  I  am  flat- 
tered to  find  that  the  fame  idea  occurred 
to  us  both  at  the  fame  moment/ \  He 
feemed  charmed  with  this  confeffion, 
and  the  frank  manner  in  which  it  was 
made.  Surely,  Maria,  tendernefs  and 
delicacy  like  his,  merit  fome  return  ? 
Yes ;  I  will  hope,  that  the  power  I  alrea- 

dy 
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dy  poflefs,  of  conferring  happinefs  on 
this  deferving  lover,  will  increafe,  not 
diminilh,  when  I  have  beftowed  on 
him  the  (till  more  endeared  name  of 
Hufband. 

Though  regard  to  decency  (my  father 
being  only  two  months  dead)  prevents 
Sir  Charles  from  urging  the  fubjeft  of 
our  marriage,  I  confider  myfelf  fo  much 
in  the  light  of  a  Wife,  that  I  make  no 
fcruple  to  be  driven  about  by  him  in  an 
elegant  little  phaeton,  which  he  prefent- 
ed  to  my  mother  lately,  thinking  the  air 
of  the  coach  too  confined  for  her.     How 
endearing   are   fuch    attentions !     This 
conftant  intercourfe  of  kindnefs,  and  the 
thoufand  proofs  I  daily  difcover,  of  his 
moil  delicate  afFe&ion,  not  only  confirm 
my  efteem,  and  enliven  my  gratitude,  to 
a  man  whofe  ftudy  is  to  promote  my  en- 
joyment, but  render  his  company  fo  ne- 
ceffary  to  it,  that  I  really  tire  of  the 

hours, 
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hours,  which  regard  to  decorum  obliges 
him  to  pafs  at  a  diftance  from  us.  He 
generally  calls  about  eleven,  and  fpends 
an  hour  with  me,  before  my  mother  is 
ready  to  take  an  airing.  It  was  pall 
twelve  to-day  before  he  arrived ;  and  I 
could  not  help  becoming  extremely  ap- 
preheniive  on  account  of  his  delay. 
When  I  heard  his  foot  on  the  flairs,  an 
involuntary  movement  carried  me  to  the 
door  of  the  room,  which  I  haflily  open- 
ed, crying,  "  Thank  Heaven  you  are 
come,  Sir  Charles  !  I  was  really  unhappy 
on  account  of  your  abfence."  "  Ah, 
Julia  !  my  fweetefl,  kindefl  love,"  cried 
he,  clafping  me  to  his  bofom,  "  now,  now 
I  am  bleffed  indeed  !  Now  you  can  fym- 
pathize  in  the  fecret  emotions  of  my  foul, 
when  you  are  unhappy  at  my  abfence, 
and  rejoice  at  my  return.  O,  my  Julia  ! 
may  it  ever  be  thus  !  May  my  prefence 
ever  enliven  with  joy  thefe  eyes ;  and 
Vol.  II.  S  may 
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may  that  tongue  often  blefs  me  with  this 
fweet  confeffion  !" 


My  mother  joined  us,  but  complained 
of  fuch  extreme  languor,  that  fhe  faid  fhe 
would  only  go  a  very  little  way  in  the 
phaeton  ;  and  Sir  Charles  might  then  re- 
turn, and  carry  me  out  a  longer  airing. 

I  was  ftruck  with  this  propofal  "of  my 
mother's,  as  fhe  never  before  had  gone 
abroad  without  me.  I  fufpended  my  cu- 
riofity,  however,  till  Sir  Charles  brought 
her  home,  which  he  did  in  lefs  than  an 
hour. 

They  both  looked  very  ferious.  My 
mother  complained  of  being  much  ex- 
haufted,  and  faid,  fhe  would  try  to  get  a 
little  fleep,  in  order  to  be  able  to  enjoy 
our  fociety  at  dinner,  when  fhe  hoped 
for  Sir  Charles's  company.  "I  leave  it 
to  you,    Sir,"   faid  fhe,  "  to  acquaint 

Julia 


MISS    GREVILLE.       207 

Julia  with  my  wifhes,  and  to  enforce 
the  duty  of  complying  with  them.  She 
has  never  yet  difputed  my  commands, 
and  if  fhe  does  fo  on  this  occafion,  I  fhall 
lay  the  blame  on  my  negociator,  and  re~ 
cal  the  powers  with  which  I  have  inveft- 
ed  him."  This  fhe  faid  with  a  fmiling 
air,  which  but  ill  correfponded  with  the 
expreflion  of  her  ghaftly  countenance. 
The  moment  we  got  into  the  carriage,  I 
eagerly  demanded  from  Sir  Charles,  an 
explanation  of  my  mother's  fpeech. 

"  I  need  hardly  affure  my  dearelt  Ju- 
lia," faid  he,  "that  her  words  convey 
the  language  of  my  fondeft  wifhes.  She 
intreats,  that  you  will  confent  to  give  me 
your  hand,  before  we  fet  out  for  Briftol.'3 
— "How,  Sir  Charles  !"  interrupted  ■  I, 
"  confent  to  marry  before  my  father  is 
three  months  dead?  Surely  my  mother 
could  not  ferioufly  make  fuch  a  propofal : 
-—what  could  poffibly  fuggefi  fuch  an 
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idea?"  «  My  love  !  my  Julia!"  faid  he, 
with  a  folemn  and  affe&ing  tone,  "  this 
is  no  time  for  thofe  idle  forms,  which  your 
fuperior  mind  can  overlook  on  proper  oc- 
cafions.  You  muft  now  exert  your  ut- 
moft  refolution,  and  fhew  me,  that  your 
fortitude  is  equal  to  your  feniibility.  I 
will  not  difguife  with  you  :  your  mother 
is  certainly  in  very  great  danger.  ".Hea- 
ven may  a  while  prolong  my  life,"  faid 
ihe  this  morning;  "  but  I  feel  it  is  im- 
poffibie  I  can  recover.  I  have  but  one 
wifh  unfulfilled  ;  that  of  bellowing  Julia 
upon  you,  and  leaving  her  under  the  pro- 
tection of  a  huiband,  who,  I  know,  will 
find  his  whole  felicity  in  promoting  that 
of  my  deferving  child." 

I  was  fo  greatly  affedted  with  this  con- 
verfation,  that  I  begged  Sir  Charles  to 
carry  me  home  dire&ly,  and  almoft  re- 
pented having  left  my  dear  mother,  eve- 
ry moment  of  whofe  company  feemed 

now 
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now  unfpeakably  precious.  Sir  Charles 
left  me  at  the  gate,  and  returned  home  to 
drefs.  I  ftole  foftly  up  to  my  mother's 
apartment,  whom  I  found  awake,  and 
greatly  recruited  with  a  foft  fleep  fhe  had 
enjoyed  during  our  abfence.  I  approach- 
ed her  bed ;  and,  taking  hold  of  her 
hand,  attempted  to  fpeak,  bat  burft  into 
a  flood  of  tears. 

She  ftretched  out  her  feeble  arms  -to 
embrace  me.  "  My  Julia!  my  beloved 
child,"  faid  fhe,  "  reftrain  the  violence 
of  your  forrow,  which  pains  the  heart  of 
your  mother.  You  have  long  feen  me 
flruggling  with  diftrefs,  to  which  my 
mind,.  I  humbly  hope,  was  fubmiffive, 
but  which  was  too  violent  for  a  frame 
like  mine,  long  to  fuftain.  Milled,  at  an 
early  age,  by  a  blind  partiality,  I  bellow- 
ed the  affections  of  a  tender,  ingenuous 
heart,  on  one  incapable  of  knowing  their 
value.     Thofe  afflictions  which  defcend 
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from  the  hand  of  Heaven,  and  whofe 
tendency  is,  by  foftening,  to  mend  the 
heart,  are  to  be  regarded  as  bleflings.  By 
inftru&ing  us  in  our  own  weaknefs,  they 
render  us  humble  in  ourfelves,  and  com- 
panionate to  the  frailties  of  others.  But 
thofe  which  are  the  offspring  of  our  own 
folly  and  prefumption,  overwhelm  us 
with  felf-reproach,  and  plunge  us  in  de- 
fpondency.  After  being  fo  far  advanced 
in  the  toilfome  journey  of  life,  fhould  you 
weep,  my  Julia,  that  I  am  now  come  in 
view  of  my  quiet  reft  ?  Would  you  wifh 
longer  to  detain  me  in  a  world,  which 
has  been  embittered  to  me  by  peculiar 
forrow  ;  where  reflection  mull  for  ever 
prove  an  enemy  to  my  enjoyment ;  and 
where  I  can  only  look  forward  to  the 
accumulated  pains  of  ficknefs,  forrow, 
and  a  premature  old  age,  their  conftant 
concomitant  ? — No,  my  generous,  my 
duteous  child  !  rather  unite  your  thanks 
with  mine,  to  that  pitying  God,  who,  in 

compaffion 
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compaffion  to  my  weaknefs,  is  abridging 
my  trial,  and  will  bellow  on  me  that  re- 
ward in  his  mercy,  which  I  could  never 
claim  from  his  juftice."  Oh,  Maria! 
need  I  tell  you  how  my  heart  bled  at 
every  word  uttered  by  this  patient  fuffer- 
ing  faint !  After  paufing  a  few  minutes 
to  recover  her  fpirits — "  And  now,  my 
Julia,"  faid  fhe,  "  let  me  enforce  the  re- 
quefl  I  fent  you  by  Sir  Charles," 

"Think  of  the  fituation  in  which  you 
would  find  yourfelf,  fhould  Heaven  call 
me  fuddenly  away.  Refped  far  a  mother 
you  fondly  love,  would  then  unite  with  de- 
cency, to  delay  your  marriage  for  fome 
months  :  and,  during  that  period,  you 
would  be  expofed  to  the  flri&ures  of  an 
illiberal  world  ; — perhaps  to  the  infults  of 
the  moft  licentious,  the  moil  daring  of 
mankind.  Living  alone,  without  fortune, 
without  a  relation  to  proted  you. — I 
Ihudder  at  the  bare  idea.     Comply  then, 

my 
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my  beloved  child,  with  mine,  and  the 
wifhes  of  the  moil  deferring,  the  moft 
refpe&able  of  men,  I  fhall  then  leave  the 
world  in  perfect  peace."  I  took  hold  of 
my  dear  mother's  hand,  which  I  kiffed 
with  my  tears;  but  almoft  fuffocated 
with  the  violence  of  my  emotions,  I  could 
only  fay,  "  I  am  ready  to  obey  you/' 

She  again  embraced  me,  and,  aiTu- 
ming  a  more  cheerful  air,  "  Go,  my  love," 
faid  fhe,  "colled  your  fcattered  fpirits, 
and  fhew  Sir  Charles,  that  this  ad  is  your 
own,  and  not  a  conftrained  compliance 
with  the  requeft  of  a  mother,  whom  you 
know  to  be  incapable  of  impofing  either 
fevere  or  unreafonable  commands." 

I  retired,  to  give  a  loofe  to  the  afflic- 
tion that  overwhelmed  me.  Though  I 
had  feen,  with  anguifh,  the  declining 
ftate  of  my  mother's  health,  I  had  never 
brought  myfelf  to  conlider  her  death  as 

.   in 
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in  immediate  profpeft.  We  naturally  flee 
from  what  is  painful ;  and  what  can  be 
more  fo,  than  the  thought  of  a  laft  fepa- 
ration  from  thofe  we  tenderly  love  ?  To 
part  from  her  at  the  very  time  when  mod 
I  required  her  private  counfel  ;  to  en- 
gage in  the  cares  of  a  family,  the  impor- 
tant duties  of  a  wife  ;  to  enter  into  a 
world  whofe  dangers  I  had  learned  to 
fear,  but  not  to  fhun  ;  all  thefe  profpeits 
funk  me  into  fuch  a  hopelefs  ftate  of  dejec- 
tion, that  I  was  totally  abforbed  in  thefe 
gloomy  ideas,  when  I  heard  fome  one  tap 
foftly  at  the  door.  Suppofing  it  to  be 
Sally,  I  covered  my  face  with  my  hand- 
kerchief, and  defired  her  to  come  in;  not 
hearing  her  fpeak,  I  raifed  my  eyes,  and 
beheld  Sir  Charles,  who  flood  motionlefs, 
on  feeing  my  extreme  diftrefs. 

He  had  been  below  for  a  confiderable 
time  with  my  mother ;  and  growing  an- 
xious on  account  of  my  long  abfence,  ob- 
tained 
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tained  her  permiffion  to  come  up,  and 
fetch  me. 


His  unexpected  appearance,  redoubled 
my  emotions.  He  approached  me  with  a 
look  of  the  moft  melting  compaflion, 
mixed  with  a  certain  air  of  anxiety,  that 
exceedingly  affected  me.  "  Is  it  poflible, 
deareft  Mifs  Greville,"  faid  he,  "  that  a 
profpect,  though  melancholy  in  the  high- 
eft  degree,  yet  fo  long  familiar  to  your 
thoughts,  can  thus  unhinge  all  the  powers 
of  your  foul?"  I  attempted  to  fpeak, 
but  burft:  into  an  agony  of  grief.  He  ga- 
zed on  me  for  fome  moments  in  filence ; 
then,  after  a  deep  figh,  fixing  his  eyes 
earneitly  on  my  face,  "  Julia !"  cried  he, 
"is  it  poflible  that  you  have  deceived 
yourfelf,  in  the  delightful  confeflion  you 
fo  lately  made  me  ?  Is  it  poflible  that  you 
love  me  not ! — that  you  wilh  not  to  make 
me  happy  ? — that  you  repent?"  "  Ah  ! 
do  not  wou$d  me  with  thefe  unkind  fuf- 

picions," 
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picions,"  interrupted  I.  *  I  do  wifh  to 
make  you  happy — I  do  love — but  I  fear— • 
I  greatly  fear  I  am  unworthy  of  yours/' 

"  Mofl  amiable,  moft  ingenuous  of 
women,"  cried  Sir  Charles,  "  banifh 
thofe  fears  which  have  their  foundation 
only  in  the  prefent  depreffed  ftate  of  your 
mind.  O  Julia  !  why  fhould  you  fear  ? 
You  cannot  be  unjuft  to  an  affedion  like 
mine ;  you  cannot  repay  with  indiffe- 
rence the  tendernefs  of  a  man,  who  feeks 
your  happinefs  more  than  life ;  whofe 
whole  life  fhall  be  fpent  in  promoting  it. 
Banilh  then  thofe  fears,  deareft  Julia,  fo 
injurious  to  both.  Say,  you  will  be  mine; 
Oh  !  fay  fo,  with  that  gentle,  that  affec- 
tionate heart ;  and  make  me  the  mofl 
bleffed  of  all  the  human  race." 

I  rofe ;  and  giving  him  my  hand,  "  I 
will    be    yours,    Sir    Charles,"   faid   I9 

"  yours 
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"  yours  with  my  whole  heart,  yours  for 
ever." 

I  need  not  tell  my  friend  with  what 
tranfport  he  received  this  declaration.  He 
feated  himfelf  by  me  ;  and  after  having 
foothed  me  into  a  kind  of  melancholy 
tranquillity1,  we  returned  to  my  mother  ; 
who,  during  our  fhort  meal,  exerted  a 
degree  of  cheerfulnefs  highly  pleafing, 
yet  deeply  affe£ting,  I  was  obliged  to 
retire  immediately  after  dinner,  to  give 
vent  to  the  tears  which  forced  themfelves 
a  paffage,  as  often  as  I  looked  at  my  dear 
mother's  pale  emaciated  countenance. 

During  my  abfence,  Sir  Charles  told 
my  mother,  that  though  her  confidence 
in  his  honour  might  prevent  her  from 
thinking  of  fettlements  at  prefent,  he 
wifhed  to  confult  her  with  regard  to  thefe 
matters,  and  would  leave  a  Ik  etch  of  his 
affairs,  and  what  he  propefed  with  re- 

fped 
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fpe&  to  my  jointure,  of  which  he  beg- 
ged to  have  her  opinion  without  delay . 
After  this,  he  entreated  her  to  join  with 
him,  in  perfuading  me  to  confent  to  our 
marriage,  as  foon  as  a  fpecial  licence  could 
be  obtained,  which  he  hoped  might  be  in 
the  courfe  of  three  days.  "  Gracious 
Heaven  !  are  three  days,  then,  all  the 
time  allowed  me  to  dry  up  thofe  bitter 
tears,  that  have  flowed  fo  long  without 
reftraint ;  whofe  fource  ftill  remains  in 
my  wounded  bofom,  and  which  I  fear 
will  never  be  forbidden  to  flow?  In 
three  fhort  days  muft  I  erafe  every  im- 
preffion  which  love  and  grief  have  engra- 
ven on  my  inmoft  heart  ?"  Ah,  Maria  ! 
will  it  then  be  criminal  to  think  of  him, 
who  has  folongengrofled  all  my  thoughts? 
Muft  I  even  forbear  to  accufe — to  blame 
— to  pity  him,  left  compaffion  fhould  re- 
vive that  love  to  which  it  is  allied  ! 

Vol.  IL  T  Eternal 
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Eternal  Power  !  direct  and  guide  me  I 
Pity  my  weaknefs — confirm  my  refolu- 
tion — reft  ore  my  peace — and  teach  me— 

Oh  teach  me  to  forget ! The  dye  is 

call,  Maria  !  Your  Julia  is  the  wife  of 
Sir  Charles  Mortimer,  and  with  refpeft 
to  me,  the  name  of  Rivers  is  no  more ! 

The  meffenger  returned  with  the  li- 
cence, twelve  hours  fooner  than  was  ex- 
pected, and  arrived  yefterday  with  the 
packet,  juft  as  we  were  fitting  down  to 
dinner.  My  confcious  heart  took  alarm 
the  moment  it  was  delivered.  I  turned 
pale,  trembled,  and  grew  fo  fick,  that  Sir 
Charles  was  forced  to  bring  me  water,  to 
prevent  me  from  fainting.  "  One  would 
think,  Julia,"  faid  my  mother  gaily, 
"  that  this  was  a  death-warrant,  rather 
than  a  licence,  which  Sir  Charles  has  re- 
ceived.- Are  you  already  feized  with  re- 
jnorfe,  on  account  of  the  fetters  in  which 
you  are  going  to  bind  him  ?"     Sq  far 

from 
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from  it,  Madam/'  interrupted  he,  "  I 
fufpedt  Mifs  Greville  is  only  ftudying  how 
to  render  them  more  fecure.  But  indeed 
flie  may  fpare  herfelf  any  concern  on 
that  fcore.  A  little  blind  Urchin  has  con- 
trived to  rivet  them  fo  fall,  that  I  am  cer- 
tain I  fhall  never  be  able  to  fhake  them 
off."  "  I  hope,  Sir  Charles,"  faid  I, 
"  they  will  fit  fo  eafy,  that  you  will  ne- 
"  ver  wifh  to  do  fo." 

In  this  manner  we  paffed  the  after- 
noon, much  more  cheerfully  than  I  could 
have  imagined  poflible.  In  the  evening, 
whilft  my  mother  retired  to  reft,  Sir 
Charles  requefted  me  to  take  a  walk  with 
him,  and  give  him  my  opinion  of  fome 
improvements  he  had  lately  planned. 
With  a  delicacy  peculiarly  his  own,  he 
diverted  my  mind  from  the  gloomy  fub* 
je&s  on  which  it  had  dwelt  during  the 
former  part  of  the  day  ;  communicated 
a  thoufand  pleafing  fchemes  in  regard  to 

T  2  our 
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our  future  oeconomy  ;  afked  my  advice 
about  feveral  matters  that  he  knew  were 
interefling  to  me,  and,  by  the  moft  re- 
fined art,  led  my  thoughts  into  the  only 
channel  which  at  that  time  could  yield 
me  pleafure,  that  of  contriving  means  of 
conferring  happinefs  on  all  around  me. 

The  foothing  tendernefs,  and  perfect 
eafe  of  his  manner,  banifhed  reftraint, 
and  even  deje&ion,  from  mine.  We  fpent 
the  evening  together  with  much  fatisfac- 
tion  ;  and  it  was  agreed,  before  we  part- 
ed, that  we  fhould  be  married  next  day ; 
after  which,  he  fhould  bid  adieu  to  the 
Grove,  and  become  my  mother's  gueft. 
Accordingly,  at  ten  this  morning,  the  fa- 
cred  knot  was  tied,  in  prefence  only  of 
my  mother,  my  faithful  Sally,  and  an 
old  fervant  of  Sir  Charles's,  who  has  been 
with  him  from  a  child.  When  the  cere- 
mony was  ended,  this  affectionate  crea- 
ture came  up,   and  kneeling   whilft  he 

kiffed 
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kiffed  his  mailer's  hand,  Sir  Charles  pre« 
fented  him  with  mine.  "  May  God  Al- 
mighty himfelf  profper  and  blefs  you 
both/'  faid  he,  "Sure  I  am,  if  your 
Lady  be  as  good  as  fhe  is  handfome,  you 
will  be  the  happieft  couple  in  Chriften- 
dom.  Your  bleffed  mother  looked  juft  fo 
thirty  years  ago,  and  would  have  rejoi- 
ced to  fee  this  day  :  but,  Heaven's  will 
be  done."  I  thanked  the  good  old  man 
for  his  kind  wifties.  "  I  fear,  James,5 r 
faid  I,  "  I  fhall  never  fill  the  place  of  La- 
dy Mortimer :  but  I  fnall  always  be  glad 
to  have  the  advice  of  fuch  faithful  and 
zealous  friends  of  the  family,  as  you  are," 
The  worthy  creature  retired  with  tears  of 
gratitude  in  his  eyes,  bleffing  me  for  my 
condefcenfion.  Sir  Charles  feemed  per- 
fe&ly  delighted  with  what  he  termed  my 
goodnefs  to  his  old  Guardian ;  for  fucb 
he  had  actually  proved  himfelf. 

T  2  Retired 
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Retired  to  folitude  and  refle&ion,  let 
me  breathe  a  little,  Maria,  from  the  agi- 
tating fcenes  of  this  day.     Let  me  confi- 
der  ferioufly  of  the  ftep  I  have  taken. — 
Ah,  Maria  !  why  fhould  I  now  confider 
of  it  ?    Is  not  my  fate  irrevocably  fixed  ? 
Rather  let  me  ftrengthen  my  feeble  mind, 
by  repeating  a  thoufand  times  the  mo- 
tives that  have  determined  my  conduct. 
Rather  let  me  appeal  to  that  great  invi- 
fible  Witnefs,  who  beholds  the  fighs  of 
frail  nature  with  compaffion,  and  records 
in  heaven  as  virtue,   every  defire  to  be- 
come virtuous.     Rather  let  me  befeech 
Him,  to  whofe  unerring  wifdom  my  will 
is  fubmiflive,  to   dired  the  future  tenor 
of  my  life  ;   fcnd,   in  the  difcharge  of  my 
duty,  to  condudl  me  to  peace  and  hap- 
pinefs. 

Join  in  this   humble    earnefl  prayer, 
Maria,  with  your  own, 

Your  ever  affe&ionate  Friend. 

—My 
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— My  mother  is  retired  to  reft,  and 
Sir  Charles  to  write  letters.  I  dare  not 
truft  myfelf  with  my  own  thoughts,  and 
therefore  take  up  my  pen  to  addrefs  you. 
For  the  laft  time  ? — Yes,  Maria  ;  the  laft 
time,  let  it  trace  the  name  of  Rivers. 

Whatever  may  be  his  lot,  expofed  as 
he  is  at  prefent  to  peculiar  danger  j 
—wherever  fate  may  condudt  him ; — 
whatever  intelligence  you  may  receive 
concerning  him  \  —  henceforth,  Maria, 
let  me  never,  never  hear  the  name  of 
Rivers  more. 

Farewell,  my  belt,  my  deareft  friend. 
Would  to  heaven  you  were  here,  to  conceal 
in  your  pitying  bofom,  the  tears  which 
force  their  way,  in  fpite  of  my  utmoft 
endeavours  to  fupprefs  them  !  the  various 
diftra&ing  fears  that  opprefs  my  foul ! 
Oh,  Maria !  there  is  a  gloom  hangs  over 
my  mind,  that  fuits  not  with  the  name 

of 
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of  Bride.  Surely  there  is  fomething  in 
my  nature,  repugnant  to  joy  ! — I  hear 
Sir  Charles's  voice  in  the  parlour.  I  will 
drive  thefe  difmal  prefages  from  my  heart. 
I  will  ftrive  to  meet  him  with  that  cheerful 
complacency,  which  is  due  to  the  bound- 
lefs  tendernefs  of  his.     Adieu,  adieu. 

1ETTER    LXIII. 

Mifs  Herbert  to  Lady  Mortimer. 

Londono 
I  prefume  not,  deareft  Julia,  in  the 
prefent  ftate  of  your  mind,  to  wifh  you  that 
joy  which  is  rarely,  and  never  long,  the 
lot  of  mortals :  but,  with  my  whole  heart, 
I  join  in  your  pious,  your  reafonable 
prayer,  that  in  the  difcharge  of  your 
duty,  you  may  tafte  unfeigned  happinefs 
and  peace. 

Doubt  not,  my  amiable   friend,  that 
this  will  indeed  be  your  lot.     Doubt  not, 

that 
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that  every  ingenuous  feeling  of  your  foul 
will  be  awakened,  by  the  unremitting 
tendernefs  of  the  moll  deferving  of  men  ; 
and  that  your  fincere  defire  to  render 
him  happy,  will  be  attended  with  all 
that  fuccefs  it  merits.  The  aid  of  Hea- 
ven is  never  wanting  to  us,  if  we  are  not 
wanting  to  ourfelves* 

Amidfl  a  fcene,  at  all  times  foreign  to 
my  tafte,  and  now  peculiarly  irkfome, 
you,  my  Julia,  occupy  all  my  thoughts, 
I  tremble  to  think  of  your  valuable  mo- 
ther's fituation,  and  of  what  you  mull 
fuffer,  iliould  the  event  be  what  we 
dread. 

To  watch  the  deathbed  of  a  friend,  is  the 
moft  painful  poll  of  obfervation  to  which 
we  can  be  called.  Let  me  conjure  you, 
not  to  yield  to  the  firft  impulfe  of  your 
affe&ionate  heart,  which  I  know  will 
lead  you  to  watch  by  your  mother  du- 
ring 
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ring  the  night.  A  lick  nurfe  is  the  mofl 
proper  perfon  for  this  office.  But  if  once 
you  take  it  upon  yourfelf,  your  poor  mo- 
ther, like  every  invalid,  will  foon  find, 
that  no  one  can  be  of  ufe  to  her,  except 
the  perfon  Ihe  moft  loves. 

I  know  by  experience,  how  painful  it 
is,  to  tear  one's  felf  from  the  bed  of  lan- 
guifhing,  when  confcious  that  our  pre- 
fence  there  can  alleviate  diflrefs.  But,  hi? 
this  ftate  of  difcipline,  principle  mufl  of- 
ten take  place  of  feeling  ;  and  on  no  oc~ 
cafion  ought  it  fooner  to  do  fo,  than  that 
in  queftion ;  fince,  by  conllant  exertion, 
we  may  not  only  unfit  ourfelves  for  duty, 
but  add  to  all  the  fufferings  of  our 
friend,  the  anguifti  of  felf-reproach. 

It  is  natural  to  feel  exquifite  forrow,  at 
the  profpedt  of  fuch  a  lofs  as  that  with 
which  you  are  threatened.  But,  ah  !  my 
friend,  with  what  caution  ought  w7e  to 

indulge 


MISS    GREVILLE.      227 

indulge  a  wifh  for  aught  conne&ed  with 
this  ever-fhifting  fcene  !  Utterly  igno- 
rant of  what  is  beft  for  us,  or  what 
would  conftitute  our  greateft  poflible  hap- 
pinefs,  let  us  neither  fink  under  the  pro- 
fpeft  of  apprehended  misfortunes,  nor  ea- 
gerly covet  imagined  bleflings,  but  call 
all  our  cares  on  that  Being,  who  alone 
can  ordain  good,  or  avert  evil ;  give  us 
the  proper  enjoyment  of  the  one,  and 
infpire  us  with  ftrength  to  fupport  the 
other. 

Afiure  Sir  Charles  of  my  higheft  efteem, 
and  very  beft  wifhes ;  and  from  the 
friendlhip  that  glows  in  your  own  faith- 
ful breaft,  judge  of  that  by  which  you 
are  for  ever  united  to  the  heart  of 
Your 

Maria  Herbert. 

LET- 
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*  LETTER    LXIV. 
Lady  Mortimer  to  Mifs  Herbert. 

Harwood. 

I  have  often  wondered,  Maria,  why 
the  heart  fhould  continue  to  figh,  after 
confcience  and  reafon  have  given  the 
cleareft  decifion  in  favour  of  any  particu- 
lar adlion.  We  are  told,  "  that  the 
triumph  of  the  wicked  is  fhort."  Ah, 
my  dear  friend  !  is  not  the  triumph  of 
the  virtuous,  too,  too  often  fo  ?  Yet  let 
us  not  vilify  the  facred  name  of  virtue  : 
Though  her  triumph  does  not  always 
laft,  it  is  ever  fucceeded  by  that  quiet  con- 
fcioufnefs,  that  felf-approbation,  which 
better  befits  our  nature,  and  which  in- 
ward re&itude  alone  can  infpire. 

Do  not  chide  me,  if  I  confefs,  that  I 
have  often  caught  myfelf,  during  th*laft 

fortnight, 
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fortnight,  repeating,  with  a  figh,  this  pa- 
thetic fentence  ctf  the  admirable  Madam 
Riccaboni :  "  I  am  aftoniflied  at  the  ftep 
I  have  taken.  I  tell  myfelf  every  mo- 
ment that  I  have  acSted  rightly  ;  I  tell 
myfelf  fo,  but  I  do  not  feel  it.  I  feek  for 
reafons  to  applaud  my  own  condudt  j  I 
find  them,  but  it  is  in  my  duty  alone. 
Alas !  how  feeble  is  the  confolation  the 
heart  derives  from  fuch  reflections !" 

My  fpirits  for  fome  days  have  been  un- 
commonly depreffed.  I  greatly  fear,  Ma- 
ria, left  the  Miftrefs,  whom  Sir  Charles's 
imagination  has  exalted  fo  far  above  the 
reft  of  her  fex,  fhould  fall,  in  his  efteem, 
below  the  level  of  the  weakeft,  when  he 
difcovers  thofe  imperfections,  which  time 
will  unfold  in  her  character. 

I  fear  he  may  not  be  able  to  make  al- 
lowance for  thofe  little  peevifh  or  petu- 
lant humours,  from  which  few  women 

Vol.  II.  U  are 
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are  entirely  exempt,  whilft  engroffed  by 
domeftic  duties,  or  ruffled  by  domeftic 
cares.  Ah  !  Ihould  he  not  be  difpofed  to 
pity  thofe  weakneffes  he  never  felt,  how 
fuddenly  might  all  our  hopes  be  blafted, 
and  our  dreams  of  happinefs  vanifh ! 

Much  affedtion,  prudence,  and  delica- 
cy, are  requifite,  Maria,  to  fupport  with 
dignity  the  character  of  a  Wife.  In  all 
other  connections,  it  is  fufficient,  perhaps, 
to  enter  fo  far  into  the  feelings  of  others, 
as  to  fhare  in  their  joys  and  forrows ;  but 
fo  tender,  fo  lively  ought  that  fympathy 
to  be,  which  is  the  foul  of  wedded  love, 
that  we  ought  to  make  every  fentiment  of 
a  hufband's  our  own  ;  catch  the  prevail- 
ing tone  of  his  mind ;  and  not  only  meet 
him  at  all  times  with  complacency,  but 
even  check  our  officious  zeal  to  pleafe, 
when  filence  feems  more  conformable  to 
his  humour.  We  fhould  conftrain,  on 
fuch  occafions,  our  overflowing  affection, 

to 
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to  wear  the  calmer,  quieter  femblance  of 
friendfhip. 

I  was  extremely  fhocked  lately,  by  the 
behaviour  of  a  couple,  who  made,  fome 
years  ago,  what  is  called  a  love-marriage ; 
who  are  efteemed  people  of  v/orth  by  the 
world,  but,  by  giving  way  to  paflion  and 
humour,  have  loft  for  each  other  all  re- 
fpedt  and  complaifance,  and,  by  their 
contemptuous  manner,  Hern  looks,  and 
harfh  expreffions,  plant  daggers  in  each 
others  bofoms. 

Maria  !  is  it  poffible — is  it  really  poffi- 
ble,  that  two  people,  who  once  tenderly 
and  truly  loved,  can,  in  the  courfe  of  a  few 
fleeting  years,  become  fo  entirely  indif- 
ferent to  each  others  happinefs ;  fo  loft  to 
all  fenfe  of  delicacy  and  propriety,  as  to 
ftiew,  not  only  coldnefs,  but  contempt  for 
each  other,  in  the  prefence  too  of  ftran- 
gers  ?    I  truft  it  is  impofiible.   They  have 

U  2  doubtlefs- 
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doubtlefs  miftaken,  for  that  generous, 
that  endearing  affe&ion,  fome  fudden  guft 
of  inclination,  which  a  moment  diffi- 
pates  ; — the  dreams  of  youthful  fancy,  or 
the  pictures  of  wild  imagination.  I  truft 
and  believe,  that,  on  no  occafion  what- 
ever, Sir  Charles  or  I  could  thus  wound 
the  pride  and  delicacy  of  each  others  af- 
fection. Confcious  of  our  own  imperfec- 
tions, I  hope  we  will  ever  be  ready  to 
make  allowance  for  thofe  frailties  that  are 
natural,  and  thofe  errors  that  are  invo- 
luntary. 

Whether  the  many  interefting,  and 
often  agitating  converfations  my  dear  mo- 
ther has  lately  had  with  us,  have  affeft- 
ed  her  health,  I  know  not ;  but  every 
hour  the  lamp  of  life,  which  has  long 
burned  dimly,  w7axes  more  and  more 
feeble.  In  every  moment  of  eafe,  fhe  ex- 
prefles  her  perfed  approbation  of  my  con- 
dud  j    enumerates    the    virtues    of   Sir 

Charles ; 
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Charles ;  and  allures  me,  that  fhe  will 
now  quit  the  world,  not  only  with  refig- 
nation,  but  comfort,  fince  fhe  leaves  me 
under  the  protection  of  fo  eftimable  a 
bulb  and, 

If  any  thing  could  footh  or  comfort 
me,  in  the  profped  of  fuch  a  lofs,  it 
would  be  the  heart-felt  fympathy,  and 
endearing  attentions  of  Sir  Charles.  He 
watches  by  the  bed  of  my  dying  parent ; 
he  procures  her  every  relief  of  which  her 
prefent  fituation  can  admit ;  he  gently 
wipes  away  the  tears  which  fwell  into  my 
eyes,  as  often  as  I  behold  the  affe&ing 
fpeclacle  of  my  dear  mother  fupported  in 
his  arms,  and  receiving  every  cordial 
from  his  hand ;  and  preffing  me  to  his 
bofom,  whilft  I  hangover  the  two  moft 
dear  to  my  heart,  he  affures  my  loved  pa- 
rent, that  the  peace,  the  happinefs  of  her 
darling  child,  fhall  be  his  unceafing 
care, 

U  3  Oh5 
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Oh,  Maria  !  there  is  a  tender  pleafure 
mingles  with  thefe  folemn  fcenes,  that 
almoft  teaches  me  to  forget  their  bitter- 
nefs. 

In  continuation : 

It  is  over,  my  dear  Maria  !  The  pain- 
ful ftruggle  is  over,  and  my  blefled  pa- 
rent fleeps  in  peace.  I  would  give  you 
the  melancholy  particulars,  but  the  kind- 
eft,  beft  of  men,  infills  on  my  laying 
down  my  pen.  Ah  !  how  ungrateful 
were  I,  could  I  difpute  any  command  of 
his! 


LETTER    LXV. 

Mifs  Herbert  to  Lady  Mortimer. 

London* 
This  moment  the  melancholy,  though 
expedted  tidings  of  your  mother's  death, 
have  reached  me*    O  why  am  I  not  near 

to 
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to  offer  you  the  only  confolation  of  which 
grief  like  yours,  at  once  reafonable  and 
extreme,  can  admit  ?  The  confolation 
of  filent  fympathy,  and  mingling  tears ! 

Amidft  your  natural,  your  pious  for- 
row,  for  the  lofs  of  fo  ineftimable  a  friend, 
let  me  remind  my  Julia,  that,  at  her  ad- 
vanced years,  protracted  life  is  often  but 
protraCted  forrow :  that  though  one 
fource  of  comfort  is  withdrawn,  innume- 
rable yet  remain.  After  having  long 
poffefled  many  valuable  bleflings,  fhall 
we  repine,  when  reftoring  one  to  him 
from  whom  we  have  received  all  ?  Did 
we  truly  love  God,  we  would  not  receive 
his  correction  with  repugnance  :  for  when 
we  love,  we  enter  into  the  fentiments  of 
the  beloved  object,  approve  whatever  he 
does,  and  receive  his  reproofs  without  re- 
piningo 
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A  principal  fource  of  our  impatience 
under  our  fufferings,  is  that  inexcufable 
ingratitude,  by  which  we  feel  much  more 
fenlibly  thofe  chaftifements  with  which 
we  are  fometimes  vifited,  than  thofe 
bleflings  which  are  continually  poured 
upon  our  heads. 

The  grief  occafioned  by  the  former, 
ftifles  that  joy  and  fatisfa&ion  which  the 
poffeffion  of  the  latter  ought  to  fupply. 
This  ingratitude  is  the  more  unpardon- 
able, that  we  deferve  the  chaftifements, 
but  are  wholly  unworthy  of  the  blef- 
fings. 

Thefe  general  obfervations,  however,, 
are  by  no  means  applicable  to  my  inge- 
nuous friend.  She  is  abundantly  difpo- 
fed  to  view,  with  becoming  thankfulnefs, 
every  bleffing  in  her  lot.  May  they  dai- 
ly increafe  ;  and  whilft  time  fhall  add  to 
their  number  and  value,  may  it  gently 

ileal; 
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ileal  away  every  grief  that  opprefies,  and 
care  that  difquiets  her  heart !  So  prays 
fervently 

Her  unalterable  friend, 

Maria  Herbert, 


LETTER    LXVL 

Lady  Mortimer  to  Mifs  Herbert* 

Harwood. 
For  fome  days  paft,  Maria,  I  have  been 
too  much  indifpofed  to  think  of  writing* 
Sir  Charles  having  gone  abroad  on  parti- 
cular bufinefs,  I  refume  my  pen,  to  in- 
dulge the  tender  forrows  of  my  heart,  by 
repeating  to  you  the  laft  affe&ing  in- 
terview with  my  dear  departed  mother. 

The  firft  week  after  our  marriage,  {he 
became  fo  wTeak,  that  we  hardly  ever  left 
her.  One  evening,  having  obferved  fome 
very  alarming  fymptoms,  we  were  refol- 

ved 
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ved  to  fit  by  her  during  the  night.  She 
infilled,  however,  fo  earneftly  on  our  re- 
tiring to  our  own  apartment,  that  we  did 
fo,  but  had  hardly  left  her,  when  Sally 
came  haflily  into  my  clofet,  and  burfling 
into  tears,  told  me,  that  my  mother  was 
in  a  fit.  I  flew  to  her  bedfide,  and  found 
her  juft  recovering  from  it. 

"  Do  not  be  alarmed,  my  deareft  Ju- 
lia," faid  fhe,  in  a  feeble  voice  :  "  this  is 
a  gentle  fummons ;  and,  thank  God,  I  am 
ready  to  obey  the  call." 

On  feeing  Sir  Charles  approach,  fhe 
took  hold  of  his  hand,  and  joining  it  with 
mine,  "  My  beloved,  deferving  chil- 
dren/' faid  fhe,  "  may  the  bleffing  of  a 
fond,  a  dying  mother,  be  your  portion  ! 
May  the  God  whom  I  love,  and  have  en- 
deavoured to  ferve,  be  your  God  and 
your  guide  for  ever  !  I  grieve  that  the 
firfl:  days  of  your  union  fhould  be  cloud- 
ed 
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ed  with  forrow  ;  but  fcenes  like  this  are 
needful  to  all.  This  awful  hour  awaits 
each  of  the  human  race.  Sorrow  has 
been  my  portion  through  life  j  but,  thanks 
to  God,  comfort  and  peace  have  vifited 
the  clofe  of  it." 

We  continued  with  her  the  remainder 
of  the  night,  great  part  of  which  fhe 
fpent  in  foft  fleep.  She  often  fixed  her 
eyes,  firfl  on  me,  and  then  on  Sir  Charles, 
and  clafping  her  hands  in  attitude  of  de- 
votion, feemed  to  be  recommending  us 
to  the  favour  of  Heaven,  Whenever  fhe 
awaked,  fhe  appeared  to  be  quite  fenfi- 
ble,  but  could  not  fpeak,  and  at  fix  in  the 
morning  expired  without  a  pang.  Oh, 
Maria  !  may  her  prayers  be  heard  !  May 
her  exemplary  life,  and  pious  inftruc- 
tions,  have  their  full  effect  on  her  af- 
flicted daughter  ! — But,  if  it  is  the  will  of 
Heaven,  may  I  never  be  called  to  fuftain 
trials  like  hers ! 

The 
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The  moment  fhe  expired,  Sir  Charles 
gently  raifed  me  from  the  bed,  and  con- 
veyed me  to  my  own  apartment ;  where, 
with  that  refined  delicacy  which  guides 
all  his  a&ions,  he  left  me  to  indulge  my 
forrows  alone,  during  the  firft  moments 
of  extreme  affliction,  "  Do  not  fupprefs 
the  violence  of  your  emotions,  my  belo- 
ved Julia/'  faid  he,  "  they  will  relieve 
your  heart.  Sacred  be  the  forrows  of 
piety  and  afte&ion  like  yours." 

He  returned  in  half  an  hour,  and  find- 
ing me  extremely  feverifh,  infilled  on  my 
going  to  bed,  whilft,  unknown  to  me,  he 
fent  for  a  phyfician.  My  complaints 
were  merely  the  efFe&s  of  fatigue  and  a- 
gitation  of  fpirits.  But  the  extreme  con- 
cern they  awakened  in  the  bofom  of  my 
affedtionate  hufband,  excited  in  mine  a 
fympathetic  foftnefs,  which  I  never  be- 
fore experienced.  Yes,  Maria  !  it  is  the 
wifh  of  my  heart,  it  fhall  be  the  ftudy  of 

my 
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my  life,  to  repay  fuch  matchlefs  tender- 
nefs,  and  to  render  him  truly  happy. 

As  I  have  a  flight  cough,  and  at  times 
an  excefiive  languor  and  depreflion  of  fpi- 
rits,  Sir  Charles  infifts  on  making  our 
propofed  jaunt  to  Briftol.  The  prepara- 
tions neceflary  for  it  will  prevent  me  from 
writing  for  fome  days ;  but  you  may 
depend  on  hearing  from  me  as  foon  as 
we  are  fettled.  Adieu,  deareft,  beft  of 
friends.     I  am  yours  in  fincerity, 

Julia  Mortimer. 


LETTER    LXVIL 

Sir  Charles  Mortimer  to  Mr  Belford* 

Briftol  hot  Wells. 

I  thank  my  dear  friend  for  entering  fo 
warmly  into  all  my  concerns,  and  for 
fliaring  in  my  prefent  felicity,  in  a  man- 
ner thai:  cannot  fail  to  endear  it.     You 

Vol.  II.  X  fay 
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fay  juftly,  it  was  not  in  the  gay  world  I 
was  to  expedt  a  companion  fuited  to  my 
tafte  ;  and  I  muft  think  myfelf  highly  fa- 
voured of  Heaven,  in  being  dire&ed  to 
the  only  objeft  capable  of  engaging  my 
whole  heart,  and  rendering  me  complete- 
ly happy* 

Oh  Belford  !  I  am  indeed  happy  ;  hap- 
py beyond  my  moft  fanguine  expecta- 
tion, and  far  beyond  my  defert.  My 
lovely  wife  is  all  that  is  fweet  and  enga- 
ging in  the  fofter  fex,  and  at  the  fame 
time  poffefles  an  underftanding  that  would 
do  honour  to  the  moft  diftinguilhed  of 
ours.  I  admire  her  fuperior  talents ;  but 
I  revere,  alnioft  adoxe  that  charming  mo- 
defty  and  ingenuity,  which  exalts  her,  in 
my  opinion,  far  above  all  the  women  I 
have  ever  known. 

The  blind  adoration  of  the  lover,  and 
the  affumed  charms  of  the  miftrefs,  too 

often 


MISS  CREVILLE.      243 

often  vanifh  at  the  fame  inftanL  For 
the  hufband  of  Julia  it  has  been  referred^ 
to  difcover  ten  thoufand  real  beauties, 
and  graceful  attractions,  which,  by  never 
being  difplayed  before  marriage,  acquire 
a  double  value  in  the  eyes  of  him,  for 
whom  alone  they  were  referved.  How 
little  do  women  confult  their  own  inte- 
reft,  or  difcover  their  knowledge  of  the 
characters  of  men,  who  think,  by  indis- 
criminately lavifhing  their  attentions  on 
all,  that  they  will  at  leaft  attach  one  to 
themfelves.  Favours  that  are  common* 
become  no  favours  at  all:  and  a  man 
of  the  leaft  delicacy  muft  difclaim  all  in- 
tereft  in  a  heart,  which  is  hackneyed 
in  th^  arts  of  allurement,  ready  to  ad- 
mit every  pretender,  and  entirely  igno- 
rant of  thofe  fecret,  thofe  delightful  tranf- 
ports,  that  attend  our  firft  impreffions  of 
that  paffion,  which,  through  life,  makes 
the  chief  happinefs  or  mifery  of  feeling 
and  elegant  minds. 

X  2  -  It 
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It  feems  determined  by  Heaven,  "  that 
thofe  who  greatly  love,  mull  greatly 
fear.5'  My  prefent  felicity  fuffers  ho 
fmall  abatement,  from  the  extreme  deli- 
cacy of  my  Julia's  health,  which  has 
undergone  a  moft  fevere  fliock,  by  her 
mother's  death,  and  the  various  melan- 
choly events   of  the  laft  three  months. 

Her  palenefs  and  languor,  whilfi  they 
awaken  my  fears,  excite,  at  the  fame 
time,  a  pity,  a  melting  foftnefs,  which 
I  cannot  exprefs ;  which  binds  her  more 
clofely  than  ever  to  my  foul,  and  gives 
occafion  for  thofe  undifguifed  expreffions 
of  my  fondnefs,  that  both  her  own  de- 
licacy and  mine  would  have  reftrained, 
had  fhe  been  blefTed  with  a  more  con- 
firmed ftate  of  health.  Far  from  being 
difpleafed  with  my  folicitude  and  atten- 
tions, fhe  receives  them  with  a  compla- 
cency the  moft  endearing ;  and  exprefles 
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a  fenfe  of  their  value,  and  of  my  kindnefs^ 
in  terms  fuited  to  her  own  ingenuous 
heart,  but  fometimes  painful  to  mine. 

I  have  brought  her  to  this  place,  in 
hopes  that  fhe  may  receive  benefit,  both 
from  the  ufe  of  the  waters,  and  change 
of  objects.  From  the  laft  fhe  will,  I  fear, 
derive  lefs  advantage  than  I  could  wifh  ; 
as  fhe  declines  mixing  with  company  y 
and  often  tells  me,  that  though  fhe  would 
not  impofe  the  leaft  reftraint  on  me,  fhe 
never  wifhes  for  any  other  fociety  than 
that  of  her  hufband*  I  need  not  tell  you, 
that  hers  is  dearer  to  me  than  that  of  the 
whole  world. 

I  amufe  myfelf  with  a  thoufand  agree- 
able fchemes  for  next  winter,  when  I 
propofe  bringing  Julia  to  town,  provided 
you  will  meet  us  there,  and  be  her  Cecif- 
beo  for  a  few  months ;  after  which,  we 
will  return  to  Harwood,  when  I  hope  to1 

X  3  make 
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make  you  a  complete  convert  to  my  plan 
of  enjoyment :  an  amiable  companion,  an 
a&ive  life,  and  a  country  fituation.  Mean 
time,  may  your  prefent  laudable  purfuit 
of  elegant  and  ufeful  knowledge,  be  fuc- 
cefsful ;  as  it  will  add  to  your  enjoyment 
of  the  future,  in  whatever  circumftances 
that  may  find  you.     Adieu. 

Charles  Mortimer, 


LETTER    LXVIIL 

Mifs  Lucy  Herbert  ta  Mrs  Helen  Maria 
Stanley. 

London, 

You  reproach  me,  dear  aunt,  with  un- 
kindnefs,  and  accufe  me  of  indolence,  be~ 
caufe  I  have  not  given  you  a  diftinft  ac- 
count of  all  the  places  of  public  refort. 
Believe  me,  their  quick  fucceffion  leaves 
me  at  no  leifure,  either  to  imprefs  what  I 

hear 
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hear  and  fee  diftin&Iy  on  my  memory,  or 
to  tranfmit  an  account  of  them  to  you. 

I  do  not  recolleft  having  mentioned  to 
you  the  lively  pleafure  I  felt,  the  firft 
time  I  vifited  Kenfington  Garden.  It  is 
indeed  a  princely  one,  and  you  can  at 
once  enjoy  there,  the  quiet  of  retire- 
ment, and  the  enlivening  influence  of  fo- 
eiety.  If  you  quit  that  walk  to  which 
the  company  refort,  and  retire  to  the  op- 
polite  fide,  you  may  imagine  yourfelf  a 
hundred  miles  from  London ;  fit  under 
the  {hade  of  high  trees,  and  Men,  with- 
out interruption,  to  the  bleating  of  fheep, 
and  the  finging  of  birds. 

This  fpecies  of  mufic,  however,  is 
more  fuited  to  Maria's  tafte  than  mine  : 
After  having  indulged  her  with  a  fo 
litary  walk  there  this  morning,  I  prevail- 
ed on  her  to  join  our  party  in  the  even- 
ing to  Bach's  and  Abel's  concert  j  where, 
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if  fhe  would  be  ingenuous,  I  dare  fay  fhe 
would  confefs  fhe  was  a  thoufand  times 
better  entertained.- 

I  have  often  feared,  that  when  the 
fpirits  of  juft  men  and  women  became 
perfe&ly  perfect,  paradife  would  become 
extremely  dull  for  want  of  variety  ;  but 
I  am  now  convinced  of  my  error.  On 
this  occafion,  though  perfe&  harmony 
was  the  refult  of  the  whole,  each  mufi- 
cian  played  a  different  part :  feparate, 
each  was  delightful ;  united,  all  was  har- 
monious^ 

I  went  yeflerday  to  view  St  Paul's, 
the  magnificence  of  which  is  greatly  ob- 
fcured  by  the  furrounding  buildings. 
We  afcended  to  the  top  of  it  by  aftair> 
which  you  would  not  have  climbed  to 
have  been  placed  in  the  papal  chair. 
How  fliall  I  defcribe  to  you  the  richnefs 
and   extent  of  the  profpedl?     Do  not 

think 
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think  me  profane,  if  I  confefs,  I  was 
ftrongly  tempted  to  believe  myfelf  on  the 
pinacle  of  the  temple,  when,  looking  a- 
bout,  I  found  at  my  elbow, — not  the 
devil  indeed,  but  a  figure  very  like  one 
of  his  emiffaries,  who,  with  his  own,  and 
the  help  of  his  wife's  eyes,  was  eagerly 
employed  in  overlooking  all  the  wondrous 
fcene,  in  order  to  try  and  difcover — Our 
houfe  at  Shore-ditch  ! 

O  blefled  felf-importance  I  what  a  cor~ 
dial  doll  thou  adminifter  to  the  human 
heart !  Truly  mine  is  indebted  to  thee 
for  fome  of  its  kindlieft  fweeteft  move- 
ments, and  therefore  I  will  never  fqek  to 
banifh  thee  thence. 

When  I  looked  down  from  the  eurious 
whifpering  gallery,  on  the  little  atoms 
who  were  moving  below  in  the  fhape  of 
men,  I  was  difpofed  to  aver,  with  the 
pfalmift,  "  that  they  were  lefs  than  no- 
thing. 
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thing,  and  vanity."  But  when  I  reflect- 
ed, that  the  ftupendous  fabric  I  had 
then  in  view,  was  the  work  of  fuch  fee- 
ble hands  as  theirs,  I  could  hardly  for- 
bear exclaiming  with  him  on  another  oc- 
cafion,  "  Thau  haft  made  man  a  little 
lower  than  the  angels Vy 

I  believe,  my  dear  aunt,  the  truth 
lies,  as  commonly,  between  the  two  ex- 
tremes. 

From  a  defert,  fuch  as  London  now  Is, 
you  can  exped  no  news,  but  fuch  as  re- 
lates to  myfelf ;  fince,  except  a  few  rela- 
tions, (and  thefe  we  do  not  always  rank 
in  the  lift  of  interefting  objeds),  I  might 
as  well  traverfe  the  wilds  of  Abyffinia  as 
the  Park,  for  a  fubjed. 

Our  plans  have  been  fadly  deranged 
this  week,  by  one  of  the  horfes  falling 
lame.     My  good  father,  with  the  Ikill  of 

a 
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a  philofopher,  and  the  confidence  of  a 
Chriftian,  purchafed  one  yefterday,  from 
a  celebrated  jockey ;  but,  on  putting  him 
into  the  carriage.,  Will  perceived  at  one 
glance,  that  he  was  blind  of  both  eyes* 
Bating  this  misfortune,  he  feems.  a  beaft 
of  confiderable  merit,  and  ufes  all  his  legs 
at  once,  which  his  predeceffor  only  did 
occafionally.  I  ventured  to  rally  my  fa- 
ther on  his  fkill  in  horfe-flefh ;  but  I 
found  it  was  too  delicate  a  point  to  be 
touched  upon.  We  are  never  fo  ready  to 
commit  two  errors,  as ,  when  we  have 
committed  one.  Not  being  able  to  fub- 
mit  to  have  our  judgment  called  in  que- 
ftion,  we  firft  become  peevifh,  then  per- 
verfe,  and  obftinately  defend  our  own 
condud,  at  the  expence  of  forfeiting  the 
good  opinion  of  others. 

Tell  me,  my  dear  aunt,  how  you  con- 
trive to  fuppqrt  the  uniform  tenor  of  a 
£0untry-life.     But  you   are  poffefled   of 

fuch 
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fuch  a  fhare,  both  of  religion  and  philo- 
fophy,  as  preferves  you  from  feeling  a 
thoufand  little  rubs,  which  diflurb  and 
vex  other  mortals.  Would  you  could 
fend  me  a  portion  of  each !  for,  in  this 
whirl  of  folly  and  diffipation,  I  have 
much  need  of  a  large  addition  to  my  ori- 
ginal ftock.  I  require  none  to  that  fin- 
cere  affe&ion,  with  which  I  am 

j  Your  dutiful  and  grateful  niece, 
Lucy  Herbert. 

LETTER    LXVIIL 

Mrs  Helen  Maria  Stanley  to  Mi/s  Lucy 
Herbert- 

Stanley  Farm. 
Notwithftanding  the  hurry  and  buftle 
of  public  life,  your  prefent  fituation,  my 
dear  Lucy,  will  afford  much  room  for  ob- 
fervation  and  improvement.  You  will  be 
more  fenfible  of  the  chara&eriftical  di- 
minutions 
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ftin&ions  of  mankind,  in  the  metropolis, 
than  among  the  peafantry  in  the  villa- 
ges;  where  great  uniformity  of  charac- 
ter and  manners  muft  neceffarily  pre- 
vail* 

With  people  of  folid  underftandings, 
mixing  with  the  world  tends  to  enlarge 
and  improve  the  mind ;  to  teach  us  to 
allow  for  different  modes  of  education, 
different  conftitutions,  circumftances,  and 
examples ;  and,  without  facrificing  mo- 
rality to  manners,  leads  us,   on   proper 
occafions,  to  relax  the  feverity  of  our  vir- 
tue, and  pardon  in  others,  what  we  would 
deem  highly  culpable  in  ourfelves.  There, 
however,  a  truly  benevolent  mind  will 
ftudy  to  avoid  every  error  that  may  have 
an  influence  on  the  manners  of  fociety* 
No  perfon,  however  obfcure,  is  without 
a  little  circle,  of  which  he  is  the  centre, 
and  which  relies  on  him  for  example  and 
dire&ion. 
Vol.  II.  Y  I 


*54      MISS   GREVILLE. 

I  am  happy  to  find,  that  advancing 
years  have  ferved  to  increafe  my  relilh 
for  the  quiet  of  retirement,  and  that  re- 
fined and  inexplicable  joy,  which  arifes 
in  the  foul,  from  the  contemplation  of 
the  beauties  of  nature. 

To  her  fincere  votaries,  Nature  herfelf 
feems  animated  with  a  divine  fpirit, 
which  correfponds  with  the  fentiments  of 
ours ;  or  rather  with  which  ours  unites 
in  fweeteft  fympathy.  I  never  faw  the 
fun  rife,  without  being  confcious  of  an 
elevation  of  mind,  which  excited  a  wifh, 
emulative  of  the  ufefulnefs,  activity,  and 
benignity  of  that  glorious  luminary  ;  nor 
watched  his  fetting  rays,  without  diffol- 
ving  in  tender  recolle&ion,  of  fome  dear 
departed  friend,  whofe  beautiful,  but 
tranfient  courfe,  had  left  the  world  dark 
and  forrowful;  to  bewail  that  difmal 
night  to  which  no  morning  fucceeds  ; 
that  departure  which  knows  no  return  ! 

When 


MISS  GREVILLE.      255 

When  I  afcend  a  lofty  mountain,  and 
furvey  a  boundlefs  profpedt,  I  thus  ad- 
drefs  my  Maker,  "  What  is  man  that  thou 
art  mindful  of  him  ?"  Then  refle&ing 
on  his  important  ftation  in  the  univerfe, 
and  on  the  peculiar  marks  of  divine  fa- 
vour by  which  he  has  been  diftinguifh- 
ed,  I  revere  myfelf  as  the  offspring  of 
God  ;  I  abhor  what  is  evil ;  I  afpire  af- 
ter whatever  is  noble,  great,  and  good. 

When  I  repofe  on  the  verdant  earth, 
and  mark  the  toil  of  the  emmet,  or  liften 
to  the  fong  of  the  grafhopper,  I  exult  in 
the  aflurance,  that  the  mean  eft  of  all  the 
works  of  the  Creator,  is  not  overlooked  in 
his  providence ;  but  that  even  the  mofl 
weak  and  dependent,  are  the  obje&s  of 
his  complacency,  the  fubjefts  of  his  care : 
and  above  all,  that  the  High  and  Lofty 
One,  who  inhabiteth  eternity,  not  only 
condefcends  to  behold  with  favour,  the 

Y  %  blefFed 
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blefled  and  the  perfect  in  heaven,  but  the 
pious  and  the  penitent  on  earth. 

When  I  mark  the  fmooth  furface  of  a 
river,  I  reflect  on  the  illufive  and  treache- 
rous ftream  of  time,  which,  though  in  ap- 
pearance ever  prefent,  ever  the  fame,  is 
changing  every  moment,  and  bearing  us 
along  in  its  rapid,  though  filent  courfe. 
The  falling  leaves  too,  that  float  on  its 
furface,  remind  me  of  the  various  fates  of 
the  human  race.  Some  dance  lightly  a- 
long  the  filver  wave ;  fome  are  rudely 
obftru&ed  in  their  courfe  by  rocks  and 
{helves ;  whilft  others  are  fuddenly  hur- 
ried down  the  ftream,  overwhelmed  by 
the  tide,  or  engulphed  in  the  whirlpool. 

Thus,  in  the  country  every  objeft  con- 
tributes either  to  my  pieafure  or  improve- 
ment. As  I  never  lofe  fight  of  yours,  my 
Lucy,  permit  me  to  warn  you  of  an  er- 
ror, into  which  I  perceive  you  infenfibly 

Hide, 
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Aide.  I  mean  that  of  allowing  yourfelf 
in  the  ufe  of  fcripture-phrafes,  on  ludi- 
crous occafions ;  and,  for  the  fake  of  be- 
ing fmart,  making  witty  allufions  to  the 
Bible, 

My  dear  girl,  every  thing  connected 
with  the  facred  writings  ought  to  be  care- 
fully avoided  on  thefe  occafions ;  the 
more  fo,  that  temptations  to  tranfgrefs  in 
this  way  very  frequently  occur ;  and  that 
nothing  tends  more  to  wear  off  that  re- 
verence due  to  religion,  than  this  unbe- 
coming freedom  with  its  laws,  minifters, 
or  inflitutions.  I  know  my  Lucy  too 
well,  to  doubt  that  a  hint  will  fuffice  on 
this  fubje£h 

But  it  is  time  to  have  done  with  this 
fermon.  Adieu  then,  my  dear  Lucy, 
Study  every  day  to  correct  fome  way. 
ward  propenfity,  and  to  acquire  fome 
mental  accompliihment.    You  will  find 

Y  3  your 
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your  toils  rewarded  before  the  clofe  of  the 
year.  Remember  that  evil  habits  be- 
come every  day  worfe  to  conquer,  and 
good  ones  more  difficult  to  be  acquired. 
May  every  year  bring  you  an  increafe  of 
knowledge  and  virtue,  the  only  treafures 
the  truly  wife  will  covet. 

Your  affe&ionate  Aunt, 
Helen  Maria-Stanley. 


LETTER    LXIX. 

Lady  Mortimer  to  Mifs  Herbert. 

Briflol  hot  Wells. 

There  is  no  obligation  I  find  more 
pleafure  in  fulfilling,  than  that  of  wri- 
ting to  my  friend.  We  had  a  very  a- 
greeable  journey,  and  are  fixed  in  quiet 
lodgings  with  a  private  family,  much  to 
my  fatisfa&ion.  I  may  fay,  in  the  lan- 
guage of  RofFeau,  "  My  time  this  week 

has 
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has  paffed  very  fmoothly.  I  have  been 
grave,  but  not  melancholy  \  peaceful,  but 
not  indolent ;  penfive,  yet  contented."  I 
think  I  fhould  be  perfectly  fo,  could  I  be 
fecure  of  rendering  happy  the  hufband^ 
who  tenderly,  truly  loves  me. 

After  all,  Maria,  is  it  not  ftrange,  that 
fo  many  of  our  fex  fhould  wifh  to  form 
new  connections,  and  plunge  into  addi- 
tional cares  and  anxieties,  in  a  world 
where  diftrefs  is  fo  inevitable  ?  Nothing 
can  account  for  this,  but  the  over- ruling 
providence  of  that  Being  who  formed 
and  placed  us  here,  and  who  renders  our 
inftin&s  (forgive  me,  O  Philofophy !} 
more  powerful  than  our  reafon. 

Sir  Charles  has  given  orders  for  feveral 
reparations  at  Harwood,  fo  I  fancy  we 
fhall  continue  here  during  ■ 

—Powerful 
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— Powerful  Heaven,  Maria !  how 
flrange  is  my  deftiny  !  Scarce  can  my 
trembling  hand  guide  my  pen,  or  convey 
to  you  the  prefent  tumultuous  emotions 
of  my  heart. — Did  I  not  fay,  the  name  of 
Rivers  was  no  more  ! — Ah  !  it  is  revi- 
ved ;  I  fear  for  the  utter  deftru&ion  of 
my  peace, 

Whilft  I  was  dreffing  for  dinner,  fome 
one  tapped  at  my  door.  It  was  Sir 
Charles.  I  defired  him  to  come  in.  "  I 
have  juft  met  moll  unexpectedly, "  faid 
he,  "  with  my  old  fchoolfellow  and  fa- 
vourite Lord  Rivers,  whom  I  have  brought 
to  take  part  of  our  family-dinner." 

Seeing  me  look  furprifed,  as  I  knew 
his  Lordftiip  was  in  London  when  we 
left  Harwood :  "  I  have  heard,  Julia," 
continued  he,  "  that  this  was  a  privilege 
fome  hulbands  durft  not  venture  to  take 
with  impunity  ;  but  my  love  will  never 

be 
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be  found,  either  in  her  perfon  or  table  in 
fuch  a  difhabile,  as  would  make  the  pre- 
fence  of  a  friend  unwelcome."  "  I  hope, 
Sir  Charles,"  replied  I,  "the  prefence  of 
my  beft  friend  will  always  be  a  fufficient 
motive  for  endeavouring  to  fet  off  both  to 
the  moil  advantage."  He  thanked  me  in 
the  warmefl  manner  for  my  complai- 
fance ;  and  my  drefs  being  properly  ad- 
jufted,  led  me  into  the  parlour,  where  I 
beheld, — O  Maria !  not  Lord  Rivers, 
whom  I  had  never  feen,  but  the  well- 
known,  long,  too  long  remembered  fea- 
tures of  his  brother. 

My  aftonifhment  and  confufion  fo  en- 
tirely overpowered  me,  that  I  flood  mo- 
tionlefs  as  a  ftatue.  He  approached,  fa- 
luted  me,  and  faid  fomething,  I  know  not 
what,  in  the  ufual  form  of  giving  joy, 
but  trembled  whilft  he  pronounced  the 
word  happinefs. 

Fortunately 
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Fortunately  Sir  Charles  took  no  notice 
at  the  time  of  our  embarraffment  \  but 
attributing  mine,  as  he  afterwards  told 
me,  to  this  being  my  firft  appearance  as 
a  Wife,  rallied  me  on  my  filent  and  awk- 
ward deportment,  under  my  new  charac- 
ter. 

Suppofing  us  abfolute  ftrangers,  he  po- 
litely took  the  burden  of  the  converfation 
upon  himfelf.  He  aflced  his  friend  a 
thoufand  queftions  with  regard  to  Ame- 
rica, his  health,  his  voyage,  i£c.  \  to  all 
which  he  gave  only  fhort  and  confufed 
anfwers.  His  dejedtion  increafed  every 
moment,  and  he  feemed  often  fo  perplex- 
ed and  embarrafled,  that  I  could  not 
help  pitying  his  confufion,  tho'  I  thought 
I  ought  to  have  triumphed  in  it.  As  foon 
as  decency  would  permit,  he  arofe  from 
table,  and  muttering  fomething  about  a 
prior  engagement,  haftily  took  his  leave. 
The  moment  he  was  gone,  Sir  Charles 

afked 
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alked  me,  whether  I  had  ever  ken  Lord 
Rivers  before  ?  "  I  frequently  obferved 
him,"  continued  he,  "  fix  his  eyes  on 
you,  with  fuch  a  mixture  of  forrow  and 
admiration  as  really  furprifed  me.  A 
title  and  fortune  do  not  ufually  affedt  a 
young  man  with  melancholy,  but  his 
former  gaiety  feems  quite  gone."  It  was 
well  for  me  that  the  length  of  this  fpeech 
left  me  fome  moments  to  recover  from 
the  confufion  into  which  I  wras  thrown 
by  the  firft  part  of  it.  "  I  never  faw  this 
gentleman  fince  he  became  Lord  Rivers,'* 
replied  I ;  "  pray  when  did  he  fucceed 
to  the  title  ?" 

"  His  elder  brother  died  about  three 
weeks  ago,"  anfwered  he,  "  by  a  fever, 
the  confequence  of  a  fox-chace,  and  fub- 
fequent  debauch.  Mr  Rivers  having  re- 
ceived a  wound  in  his  breaft  at  the  fiege 
of  Charleftoun,  fell  into  bad  health,  and 
was  advifed  to  make  trial  of  the  Briftol 

waters. 
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waters.  It  is  with  this  view  he  arrived 
this  morning.  We  met  at  the  coffee- 
room  ;  and  after  giving  me  thefe  particu- 
lars, I  told  him,  that  I  too  had  been  en- 
gaged in  a  fiege,  though  not  fo  tedious  as 
that  of  Troy  ;  that  I  thought  myfelf  the 
happiefl  of  mortals,  though  I  had  forfeit- 
ed my  liberty ;  and  that  if  he  would  go 
home  with  me,  I  would  immediately  in- 
troduce him  to  my  lovely  Helen.  I  real- 
ly fear,"  continued  Sir  Charles  gravely, 
u  that  poor  Rivers  mull  be  much  worfe 
than  he  will  acknowledge ;  for  I  never 
faw  a  man  fo  entirely  changed.'' 

I  need  not  attempt  putting  in  language 
the  anguifh  of  my  foul  during  this  dif- 
courfe.  Happily  the  tears  that  flow  for 
a  deceafed  parent,  conceal  the  pangs  oc- 
cafioned  by  a  faithlefs  lover. — Maria  ! 
had  he  come  home  healthy,  happy,  gay, 
elate  with  his  good  fortune,  I  could  have 
felt  for  him  the  contempt  due  to  a  con- 
dud 
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du£t  like  his.  But  to  behold  him  lick, 
languifhing,  dejected — perhaps  ftill  lo* 
ving, — Oh,  Maria  !  let  me — let  me  flee 
from  that  thought !  there  is  diftra&ion 
in  it. 

Pity  my  weaknefs,  my  tender,  my  com- 
panionate friend.  I  know  you  will. 
Would  to  Heaven,  you  could  teach  me 
to  abjure  it !  Would  you  could  recon- 
cile me  to  myfelf,  and  reftore,  to  this 
wounded  bofom,  that  peace  which  I  fear 
is  fled,  never  more  to  return  !     Adieu. 

Your  afflidted 

Julia  Mortimer, 


Vol.  II.  Z  LET 
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LETTER    LXX. 

Lady  Mortimer  to  Mifs  Herbert. 

Briftol  hot  Wells. 

My  uneafinefs  increafes  daily.  I  am 
expofed  here  to  continual  alarms ;  and 
my  apprehenfion,  left  Sir  Charles  fhould 
remark  the  Angularity  of  my  behaviour, 
gives  me  fuch  an  air  of  timidity  and  em- 
barraffment,  whenever  the  name  of  Ri- 
vers is  mentioned,  that  I  really  do  not 
think  it  can  long  efcape  his  obfervation  ; 
efpecially  as  I  can  never  move  abroad, 
without  hazard  of  meeting  him,  whom 
of  all  the  human  race  I  wifh  to  fhun. 
Ah,  my  friend !  that  I  fhould  dread,  to 
behold  that  face,  which  I  have  fo  often 
contemplated  with  pleafure !  that  I  fhould 
tremble  at  the  found  of  that  voice,  which 
ufed  to  calm  every  inquietude  !  Cruel, 
ungrateful,    unpitying   Rivers !     May 'ft 

thou 
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thou  for  ever  remain  a  ftranger  to  the  an- 
guilh  thou  hall  inflicted  I 


Gracious  Heaven  !  what  will  become 
of  me  ? — Read — O  read,  Maria  !  and  tell 

me  what  am  I  to  do  ? Alas !  you  are 

far  from  me.     My  mother — my  dear  in- 
flru&refs  is  no  more  !    I  have  no  one 

to  pity — none  to  advife  me  ! Maria,  I 

will  not  fee  Rivers — I  will  leave  Briflol 

this  very  night. May  Heaven   direct 

me  !  for  I  am  almoft  diftra&ed  with  my 
app'rehenfions. 

Lord  Rivers  to  Lady  Mortimer, 

My  aftonifhment,  on  feeing  Mifs  Gre- 
ville  the  wife  of  Sir  Charles  Mortimer, 
could  only  be  equalled  by  the  mifery  it 
has  occafioned  me.  Abandoned  by  my 
laft  feeble  hope,  life  is  become  an  intole- 
rable burden.  Before  bidding  you  an 
eternal  adieu,  permit  me,  Madam,  in  ju- 

X  2  ftice 
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ftice  to  our  former  friendfhip,  to  converfe 
with  you  a  few  minutes  without  witneffes. 
I  have  much  to  enquire,  much  to  com- 
municate.— Yet,  alas !  it  is  now  too  late. 
Are  you  not— O  mifery  !  are  you  not  the 
Wife  of  another  ? 

Powerful  Heaven!  doft  thou  permit 
fuch  impious  violation  of  vows  made  in 
thy  awful  prefence  !— Where  then  is  thy 
juftice  ? 


Fear  not,  unkind  Julia,  that  I  fhall 

ever  reproach  you.  No  :  your  ow.n  mind 
will  better  perform  that  office,  when  it  is 
no  longer  in  your  power  to  atone  for  your 
injuftice.  Declining  health,  and  an  ad- 
verfe  climate,  joined  to  unceafing  afflic- 
tion, will  foon  rid  you  of  every  pang  con- 
nected with  the  prefence  of  the  much  in- 
jured, unhappy,  yet, — ah,  Julia  !  ftill  a- 
doring  Rivers. 

Maria ! 
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Maria !  fince  tranfcribing  this  letter,  I 
am  become  more  calm.  Is  it  not  enough 
to  have  abufed  my  confidence,  defpifed 
my  tendernefs,  abandoned  me  to  forrow? 
—mull  he  add  infult  and  reproach  to 
eternal  regret  ?  Ah  !  let  him  reap  the 
fruits  of  treachery  and  difhonour. — What 
would  he  enquire  ? — what  can  he  com- 
municate, that  can  obliterate  the  remem- 
brance of  the  pail  ? — and  what  is  now  the 
pall  to  me? — Yes,  I  am  the  Wife  of  Sir 
Charles  Mortimer ;  the  guardian  of  his 
honour  and  my  own  ;  and  I  will  hold 
more  valuable  than  life,  the  facred  depo- 
fit.  Yes,  my  refolution  is  unalterable; 
I  will  never  confent  to  fee  Lord  Rivers 
more.  I  cannot  bring  myfelf  to  write  to 
him;  but  furely  my  lilence  will  fufficient- 
ly  evince  my  difpleafure. 

Oh,  Maria!  friend  of  my  fecret  foul ! 
why  are  you  not  here  to  fupport  me? 
Where  is  the  peace  that  accompanies  vir- 

£  3  tue  ? 
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tue  ?  What,  at  this  dreadful  moment,  is 
confcious  re&itude  to  me  ?  My  heart  is 
torn  by  diftra&ing  paffions.  My  feeble 
reafon  juft  ferves  to  point  out  the  horrid 
precipice  on  which  I  Hand,  but  not  to 
calm  the  tempeft,  or  guide  my  feet  to 
fafety.  Eternal  Fountain  of  light  and 
purity,  vouchfafe  to  aid  thy  feeble  crea- 
ture, in  this  hour  of  danger  and  darknefs ! 
Let  that  voice  which  outrageous  elements 
obey,  calm  thefe  tumultuous  paffions,  and 
teach  them  to  accord  with  my  will ; 
which,  in  fpite  of  the  frailty  of  nature, 
thy  mercy  is  inclining  to  what  is  goocL 

Upon  fecond  thoughts,  Maria,  I  will 
write  to  Rivers.  Not,  however,  to  re- 
proach him,  but  to  prevent  the  poffibili- 
ty  of  his  conftruing  my  filence  into  a  con- 
fent  to  fee  him  :  that  profpeft  now  would 
be  worfe  than  death.  I  do  not  compre- 
hend the  meaning  of  his  expreffions ;  but 
I  fliall  be  at  no  pains  to  weigh  them. 

His 
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His  a&ions  fufficiently  develope  his  cha- 
racter. He  is  unworthy  of  my  efteenu 
But  I  will  not  difcover  to  him  that  pity 
which  I  cannot  avoid  feeling  for  him. 
Surely,  Maria,  his  bad  health,  depreffed 
fpirits,  and  a  mind  fo  ill  at  eafe  as  his  let- 
ter befpeaks,  deferve  commiferation  I 

Lady  Mortimer  to  Lord  Rivers* 

There  was  a  time,  my  Lord,  when  cer- 
tain explanations  might  have  been  defi- 
rable,  and  faved  me  much  pain.  That 
time  is  paft  ;  and  the  retrofpeft  of  your 
own  conduct,  will  fufficiently  account  for 
mine.  I  muft  therefore  requeft  my  Lord,- 
that  you  will  take  no  more  trouble  oa? 
this  fubjeft.  To  avoid  the  neceflity  of 
refilling  your  vifits,  and  returning  your 
letters,  I  take  this  opportunity  of  alluring 
your  Lordfhip,  that  neither  of  them  wilL 
for  the  future  be  received  by 

J.ulxa  Mortimer. 
Ah, 
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Ah,  Maria  !  what  a  ftile  is  this  !  how 
unlike  that  with  which  I  ufed  to  addrefs 
Rivers  !  Though  I  am  fixed  in  my  refo- 
lutions,  I  fear  I  have  been  too  harfh  in  ex- 
prefling  them.  Heaven  is  my  witnefs  I 
though  I  blame,  defpife,  renounce — I 
would  not  hurt  him.  Too  well  do  I 
know  the  wounds  inflidled  by  the  inve- 
nomed  fhafts  of  reproach,  to  give  to  any 
human  heart,  a  pang  like  thofe  mine  has 
lately  experienced  :  too  well  do  I  know, 
that,  from  thofe  we  have  once  fondly  lo- 
ved, unkindnefs  becomes  doubly  cruel, 
doubly  affli&ing. — Unkindnefs !  how  fo- 
reign to  my  nature  !  how  far  from  my 
thoughts  !  Oh,  Rivers  !  though  thou  hail 
wounded  this  bofom  in  the  moft  tender 
part, — perhaps  mortally  ! — never,  ah,  ne- 
ver can  I  be  unkind  to  thee  ! — But  this 
theme  is  unhealthful  to  my  peace  :  let  us 
quit  it,  Maria.  Your  gentle  heart  will 
pity  weaknefs  you  never  felt,  when  you 
reflect,  that  it  is  the  confequence  of  mife- 
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ry,  of  which,  I  truft,  you  fhall  never  be 
able  to  form  an  idea.  Farewell,  my 
moil  amiable  friend. 

Julia  Mortimer. 

LETTER    LXXL 
Sir  Charles  Mortimer  to  Mr  Belford. 

Brifbl  hot  Wells, 

With  whatever  relu&ance,  Belford,  I 
make  the  mortifying  confeffion,  it  is  too 
true,  that  I  begin  at  laft  to  be  convin- 
ced, that  lafting  happinefs  is  unattain- 
able on  earth ;  and  that  the  complaints 
fo  often  repeated,  both  by  the  divine  and 
the  moralift,  concerning  the  imperfe&ion 
of  all  fublunary  enjoyments,  are  neither 
the  peevifli  murmurs  of  difappointment, 
nor  the  gloomy  prefages  of  fuperftition, 
but  the  fober  didates  of  truth — the  fad 
convictions  of  experience. 


la 
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In  my  laft  I  acquainted  you  with  my 
apprehenfions  on  account  of  my  Julia's 
health.  Would  to  Heaven  I  could  fay 
they  were  removed  !  Alas !  every  day 
increafes  them. 

Befides  the  palenefs  and  laffitude  I  for- 
merly mentioned,  her  dejeftion  of  fpirits 
is  again  returned  j  and  there  is  fomething 
in  her  whole  manner — an  abfence — a  re- 
ftraint — a  timidity,  which  I  cannot  put 
in  language,  and  the  caufe  of  which  I 
vainly  endeavour  to  penetrate. 

Heavens,  Belford  !  could  I  have  belie- 
ved it  poffible,  that  after  obcairing  the 
hand  of  Julia  Greville,  I  fhould  yet  be 
unhappy  !  If  hope  delayed  makes  the 
heart  fick,  hope  entirely  difappointed 
cannot  fail  to  overwhelm  it  with  anguifh. 
Perhaps,  with  a  conftitution  fo  extreme- 
ly delicate,  the  mind  may  be  pioportion- 
ably  affefted,  by  the  diforders  of  the  bo- 

'•        dily 
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dily  frame.  I  have  a  thoufand  apprehen- 
fions  on  her  account,  which  it  is  impofli- 
"ble  always  to  reprefs.  When  I  queftion 
her  about  her  health,  fhe  anfwers  only  by 
tears ;  and  I  am  convinced  fhe  conceals 
her  complaints,  from  the  fear  of  diftreff- 
ing  me.  You  may  believe  this  convi&ion 
only  adds  tendernefs  to  the  compaffion 
her  uneafinefs  excites,  and  impatience  to 
my  anxious  wifties  for  its  removal. 

From  whatever  caufe  that  uneafinefs 
proceeds,  it  is  altogether  out  of  my  power 
to  relieve  it,  as  fhe  perfifls  in  denying 
that  fhe  is  indifpofed. 

Her  extreme  penfivenefs,  and  love  of 
retirement,  have  fometimes  led  me  to 
fear,  that  fomething  hangs  on  her  mind, 
which  flie  does  not  chufe  to  communi- 
cate to  me.  On  hinting  this,  and  gently 
chiding  her  for  her  reierves,  fhe  blufhed 
exceifively,  and  told  me  with  her  ufual 

fweetnefs, 
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fweetnefs,  that  I  might  be  allured  fhe 
would  never  conceal  any  thing  from  me, 
which  was  likely  to  give  me  pleafure. 

I  ought  to  entreat  your  pardon,  for 
continually  harafling  you  with  my  di- 
ftrefles :  but  the  comfort  I  derive  from 
your  fympathy,  naturally  impels  me  to 
feek  it.  I  know  not  of  what  to  complain, 
but  I  feel  I  am  far  from  being  happy.  I 
tremble  to  difcover  my  own  uneafinefs, 
left  I  fhould  augment  that  of  my  wife, 
with  whom,  for  the  firft  time,  I  am  un- 
der the  painful  neceflity  of  diflembling. 
— A  little  time,  I  truft,  will  remove  this 
itkfome  reftraint,  and  reftore  health  to 
my  love,  and  peace  to  her  anxious  huf- 
band, 

And  your  fincere  friend, 

Charles  Mortimer. 
LET, 
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LETTER    LXXIL 

Lady  Mortimer  to  Mifs  Herbert. 

Briftol  hot  Wells, 
I  have  fent  the  letter,  Maria.  I  could 
not  alter  the  ftyle  of  it,  without  danger  of 
betraying  to  Rivers  the  diftrefled  ilate 
of  my  own  mind,  or  the  too  tender  con- 
cern which  I  greatly  fear  I  am  Hill  difpo- 
fed  to  take  in  his.  I  have  jull  been  per- 
ufing  his  ftrange  myfterious  letter.  Ma- 
ria !  what  can  he  mean  by  my  injuftice, 
— my  violation  of  vows  made  in  the  pre- 
fence  of  Heaven  ?  Ah  !  has  not  his  per- 
fidy entirely  cancelled  them  ? — But  it  is 
ever  thus  with  thofe  who  offend.  Alike 
unable  to  vindicate  their  proceedings,  or 
fupport  felf-reproach,  they  add  injuftice 
to  cruelty,  and  think  to  lefFen  the  blame 
due  to  themfelves,  by  throwing  part  of 
Vol.  II,  A  a  that 
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that  blame  on  others.     How  mean,  how 
difingenuous  fuch  a  condud:  ! 

In  continuation  : 

.  Alarmed  with  the  moft  cruel,  moil 
frightful  fufpicions,  agitated  with  con- 
tending tumultuous  paffions,  I  muft  fly, 
my  friend,  from  a  place,  where  I  tread 
on  fnares,  where  I  am  furrounded  with 
dangers  on  every  fide.  Maria !  I  am 
tempted,  at  fome  moments  of  peculiar 
weaknefs,  to  think  I  have  been  too  hafty ; 
to  think  there  is  a  poffibility  that  he — 
that  Rivers  may  have  been  betrayed — 
may  ftill  be — Oh  Heaven  ! — may  ft  ill  be 

innocent. But   no :    my  weak  heart 

blinds  my  underftanding  ;  it  is — it  is  im- 
poflible. 

At  twelve  this  morning,  when  Sir 
Charles  ufually  fpends  an  hour  at  the  cof- 
fee-room, I  was  fitting  at  work  in  the 
parlour,  when  the  door  opened,  and  Lord 

Rivers 
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Rivers  was  announced.  I  rofe  to  receive 
him,  but  was  fo  overcome  writh  terror 
and  furprife,  that  my  light  forfook  me, 
and  I  ftaggered  towards  the  window, 
againft  which  I  leaned  for  fupport.  He 
threw  himfelf  into  a  chair  near  me.  I 
trembled  violently.  After  fixing  his  eyes 
ftedfaftly  on  me  for  fome  time,  he  clafped 
his  hands  in  an  agony  together,  and 
burfl  into  tears.  Never,  never,  Maria  ! 
fhall  I  forget  that  dreadful  moment. — 
There  was  fomething  terrifying  in  the 
violence  of  his  emotion* 

After  a  few  minutes  of  profound  fi- 
lence,  again  railing  his  eyes  to  me  with 
a  look  of  the  mod  piercing  anguifh— -"  I 
have  fupported  your  unkindnefs,  your  in- 
conftancy,"  faid  he,  "but  I  cannot  exift 
under  the  burden  of  your  contempt. — Ju- 
lia !  what  have  I  done  to  deferve  it  ? — I 
came  to  demand  from  you  an  explana- 
tion of  your  myfterious,  your  cruel  con- 
A  a  2  dudh 


a8o      MISS    GREVILLE. 

du£t. — I  came,  in  fpite  of  my  former  re- 

folution,  to  load  you  with  reproach. 

But  Oh,  Heaven  !  what  do  I  behold  ! — 
pale,  feeble,  dejedted, — the  image  of  de- 
fpondent  melancholy,  inftead  of  bridal 
joy  !  What  ami  to  think ? — I  am  alarm- 
ed— I  am  diftra&ed.  Eternal  Power! 
Ihould  it  be  fo  ?  Ah,  Julia ! — too,  too 
raih.  I  fear — I  greatly  fear,  you  have 
deftroyed  your  own  peace,  whilft  unjuft- 
ly  facrificing  mine," 

At  that  moment,  I  heard  Sir  Charles 
talking  to  fome  perfon  in  the  hall.  I  rofe 
from  the  chair  on  which  I  had  funk 
down  during  this  fpeech  ;  and,  more  dead 
than  alive,  with  as  much  ftrength  as  I 
could  colled:,  endeavoured  to  reach  the 
door.  Lord  Rivers  ftarted  up,  and,  with 
a  frantic  air,  fnatched  my  hand,  which 
he  eagerly  killed,  and  then  hurried  down 
Hairs.  With  much  difficulty  I  reached 
my  own  apartment.  Without  know- 
ing 
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ing  where  I  was,  I  threw  myfelf  on  the 
bed,  and  gave  a  loofe  to  the  agonizing 
forrows  of  my  heart.  Fortunately  the 
perfon  with  whom  Sir  Charles  was  enga- 
ged, detained  him  for  a  few  minutes. 
When  he  came  up,  my  diftrefs  was  but 
too  vifible.  He  inftantly  perceived  it, 
and  tenderly  enquired  after  my  health. 
"  Indeed,  Sir  Charles,"  faid  I,  "  I  do  not 
think  Briftol  agrees  with  me  ;  and  as  I 
long  to  be  fettled  at  home,  you  would 
make  me  happy,  if  you  would  think  of 
returning  immediately."  <c  My  deareft 
life,"  replied  he,  with  kindnefs  that  pier- 
ced  me  to  the  foul,  "you  know  I  live 
but  to  make  you  happy.  And  though  the 
houfe  at  Harwood  is  not  yet  in  order  for 
receiving  company,  I  will  write  imme- 
diately to  Mrs  Clifford,  and  requeft  the 
favour  of  her  to  fee  things  put  in  fuch  a 
way,  as  may  accommodate  us  ;  and  when 
there,  my  Julia  may  order  matters  accor- 
ding to  her  own  tafte. 

A  a  3  But 
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"  But  come,  my  love,"  continued  he, 
prefling  my  hand  between  his,  "  you 
mull  not  give  way  to  this  continual  dejec- 
tion. Could  the  parent  you  thus  uncea- 
lingly  deplore,  behold  her  darling  child, 
indulging  herfelf  in  folitary  grief,  im- 
pairing her  delicate  conftitution,  and  gi- 
ving a  thoufand  anxieties  to  the  heart  of 
her  fond  hufband,  it  would  interrupt  the 
felicity  of  heaven  itfelf.  Oh,  my  Julia  ! 
you  cannot  imagine  how  much  I  fufFer 
from  feeing  the  friend  I  efleem,  fo  ftrange- 
ly,  fo  unaccountably  changed.  Let  me 
not  alfo  fee  the  miftrefs  of  my  tender  af- 
fedlion — my  companion — my  wife,  over- 
whelmed with  forrow,  and  infenfible  to 
my  apprehenfions  on  her  account." 

Every  word  of  this  fpeech  ftruck  a  dag- 
ger to  my  confcious  heart.  Ah,  my  friend, 
were  Sir  Charles  lefs  amiable,  I  ihould  be 
lefs  unhappy.  He  conftantly  urges  me  to 
go  abroad,  alledging,  that  retirement  in- 

creafes 
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creafes  my  deje&ion.  Whither  can  I  go, 
Maria,  that  I  do  not  carry  in  my  bofom, 
the  arrow  that  poifons  all  my  enjoyment, 
that  has  mortally  wounded  my  peace  ! 

Every  hour  increafes  my  uneafinefs, 
and  confirms  my  refolution  of  returning 
home.  As  Sir  Charles  wifhes  to  furnifh 
Harwood  in  the  moil  elegant  manner,  he 
begged  me  to  accompany  him  this  morn- 
ing to  a  fale  of  china  juft  arrived  from 
India,  and  which  was  faid  to  be  remark- 
ably beautiful.  Scarce  were  we  feated, 
when  Lord  Rivers  entered.  Sir  Charles 
flew  to  him  with  the  afife&ion  of  an  old 
friend,  and  invited  him  to  take  a  chair 
between  us.  The  company  being  nume- 
rous, engaged  his  attention,  and  prevent- 
ed him  from  obferving  the  extreme  per- 
plexity into  which  we  were  both  thrown 
by  this  circumftance.  The  fale  imme- 
diately commencing,  Sir  Charles  appear- 
ed  defirous  of  obtaining  my  opinion  of  fe- 

veral 
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veral  articles  he  wifhed  to  purchafe : 
but  the  diftra&ion  of  my  mind  made  me 
fo  inattentive  and  abfent,  that  he  could 
not'help  remarking  it ;  and  at  the  fame 
time  obferving  I  looked  very  pale,  an- 
xioufly  enquired  whether  I  felt  any  un- 
eafinefs.  This  unlucky  obfervation  in- 
creafed  my  confufion  ;  and,  by  drawing 
the  eyes  of  Rivers  upon  me,  covered  me 
with  blufhes.  I  anfwered  Sir  Charles, 
that  the  room  felt  very  hot,  and,  as  I  dif- 
liked  a  croud,  if  agreeable  to  him,  I 
ihould  wifh  to  return  home.  He  looked 
at  his  watch,  and  then  recolle&ed,  that 
he  was  obliged  to  meet  a  gentleman  at 
the  coffee-room  juft  at  that  hour,  on  per- 
ticular  bufinefs ;  "  but  I  hope,"  conti- 
nued he,  "  Lord  Rivers  will  have  the 
goodnefs  to  attend  you  home,  and  make 
us  happy,  by  fpending  the  day  with  us/* 
My  colour  again  forfook  me,  on  mention 
of  this  propofal.  After  a  little  hefitation, 
he  replied,  fixing  his  eyes  on  me  with  a 

look 
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look  that  feemed  to  claim  my  acknow- 
ledgment, "  that  he  was  forry  he  could 
not  accept  of  the  kind  invitation,  being 
already  engaged."  "  We  mull  not  then 
detain  you,"  added  Sir  Charles,  "  you 
will  fcarcely  have  time  to  drefs."  "  Ifhall 
not  dine  till  very  late,"  replied  he,  "and 
ft]  all  firft  do  myfelf  the  honour  to  con- 
dud  Lady  Mortimer  home,"  I  was  fo 
confounded,  I  knew  not  what  anfwer  to 
make.  We  fet  out,  and  Sir  Charles  pre- 
fently  left  us.  Neither  of  us  uttered  a 
word  :  our  confufion  and  perplexity  in- 
creafed  every  moment.  It  occurring  to 
me,  that  my  milliner  lived  within  a  few 
doors,  I  refolved  to  call  there.  As  fhe  let 
lodgings,  it  might  appear  to  Rivers  that  I 
was  going  to  wait  on  fome  lady,  which 
would  prevent  him  from  accompanying 
me.  But  fhould  he  even  fufpect  it  was  a 
pretence  for  getting  rid  of  him,  any  thing 
was  more  tolerable  than  the  dreadful 
filence  occafioned  by  our  confcioufnefs, 

and 
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and  the  profpeft  of  being  again  under 
the  neceffity  of  feeing  him  without  wit- 
nefles.  I  told  him,  with  a  low  and  fal- 
tering voice,  fufficient  to  betray  the  pur- 
pofe  I  meant  to  conceal,  that  I  could  not 
think  of  encroaching  on  his  time  at  pre- 
fent,  and  would  ftep  in  before  dinner, 
and  call  on  a  lady  who  lived  hard  by. 
H  e  made  no  anftver,  but,  after  attending 
me  to  the  door,  with  a  heavy  figh,  took 
his  leave,  I  was  fo  ill,  I  was  obliged  to 
beg  a  little  hartihorn  in  water. 

On  coming  home,  I  found  Sir  Charles 
had  already  returned.  He  exprefled 
much  furprife  at  my  being  fo  long  of  ar- 
riving ;  and  afked  me,  with  a  look  and 
manner  peculiarly  earneft,  what  I  had  done 
with  Lord  Rivers  ?  I  felt  extremely  em- 
barrafTed ;  but  following  my  fixed  refolu- 
tion,  of  never  deviating  from  truth,  I  told 
him,  (as  I  had  done  Lord  Rivers),  that 
being  unwilling  to  encroach  on  his  time, 
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I  had  ftept  into  my  milliner's,  to  prevent 
him  from  thinking  it  neceffary  to  attend 
me  home.  Sir  Charles  again  remarked 
the  aftonifhing  change  on  the  chara&er, 
as  well  as  appearance  of  his  friend,  "  I 
am  fenfibly  mortified,"  continued  he, 
"  to  find  a  perfon  I  fo  highly  valued,  and 
with  whom  I  was  accuftomed  to  fhare 
every  thought,  fhew  fo  little  defire  to  re- 
new that  intimacy  which  afforded  us  fo 
much  pleafure  in  the  earlier  part  of  life* 
He  behaves  to  me  with  a  coldnefs  and  re- 
ftraint,  which  I  cannot  poffibly  account 
for ;  no  difgufts  nor  mifunderftandings 
having  ever  taken  place  between  us,  and 
we  have  not  met  for  five  years  pad," 

I  was  quite  unable  to  make  any  reply, 
and  the  fubjedt  dropped.  In  fpite  of  eve- 
ry endeavour  to  be  chearful,  my  fpirits 
became  fo  exceedingly  deprefied,  that  I 
could  hardly  reftrain  my  tears,  as  often 
as  Sir  Charles  fpoke  to  me.    This  did  not 

efcape 
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efcape  his  obfervation.  He  took  hold  of 
my  hand,  he  expreffed  the  moft  tender 
folicitude  about  my  health,  and  prefling 
me  to  his  bofom,  "  My  Julia,  my  love," 
faid  he,  "  tell  me,  I  conjure  you  tell  me, 
does  any  thing  give  you  uneafinefs  ?  is 
there  any  thing  I  can  do  to  make  you 
happy  ?"  Quite  overcome  by  his  tender- 
nefs,  I  threw  my  arms  round  his  neck, 
and  hiding  my  tears  in  his  bofom, — "  Oh, 
you  are  too  good !"  exclaimed  I,  "  I  do 
not  deferve  fuch  indulgence,  indeed  I  do 
not." — He  would  hear  no  more,  but  pre- 
fently  changed  the  fubjedt. 

Maria  !  I  am  often  tempted  to  think, 
like  Arafpes,  that  I  have  two  fouls ;  one 
to  admire,  revere,  efteem  Sir  Charles ; 
and  another  to  pity,  to  pardon,  to  com- 
miferate — almoft  to  love  the  unhappy, 
though  guilty  Rivers. 


Sir 
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Sir  Charles  propofed  carrying  me  out 
an  airing  in  the  evening.  We  had  hard- 
ly gone  a  mile,  when  we  faw  Lord  Ri- 
vers returning  flowly  home  on  horfeback, 
without  the  flighteft  alteration  in  his 
drefs  or  appearance.  On  feeing  us,. he 
quickened  his  pace,  and  rode  haftily  pail 
the  carriage,  without  taking  any  other 
notice  of  us  than  a  flight  bow,  Sit 
Charles  fixed  his  eyes  on  me  for  fome 
moments,  then,  after  a  paufe — "  This 
behaviour  of  Rivers  is  fo  unaccountable," 
faid  he,  "  that  I  really  don't  know  whe- 
ther I  ought  not  to  demand  an  explana- 
tion of  it?" 

— "  For  Heaven's  fake,  Sir  Charles," 
faid  I,  (wholly  thrown  off  my  guard  by 
this  unexpected  propofal),  "  do  not  take 
any  notice  of  it." 

Confcious  of  the  eager  and  imprudent 

manner    in    which    I    nad   pronounced 

Vol,  II.  B  b  thefe 
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thefe  words,  I  threw  my  eyes  on  the 
ground,  and  remained  ftupified  and 
abafhed.  Sir  Charles  feemed  fenfibly 
ftruck  with  them ;  immediately  quitted 
the  fubjeft,  and  through  the  remainder 
of  the  evening,  appeared  thoughtful,  and 
even  dejeded. 

0  Maria !  advife  me,  without  delay, 
what  conduit  I  ought  to  purfue.  This 
reftraint,  and  continual  anxiety,  I  am  ut- 
terly unable  to  fupport.  A  confcioufnefs 
like  that  of  guilt,  haunts  me  where-ever  I 
go.  The  kindnefs  of  my  hufband,  adds 
remorfe  to  my  inquietude  ;  and  I  regard 
him  with  jealous  fear,  and  timid  appre- 
henfion,  inftead  of  tender  confiding  affec- 
tion. 

1  have  this  moment  received  your  con- 
folotary  letter.  Forgive  me,  gentleft, 
beft  of  friends,  forgive  me,  for.  involving 
you  in  diftrefs,  which  even  your  fympa- 

thy 
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thy  can  hardly  alleviate,  and  for  which 
there  feems  no  remedy. — Yet  why  do  I 
fay  fo  ?  The  human  frame  cannot  long 
fupport  the  intolerable  anguifh  of  a 
wounded  fpirit.  There  is  a  remedy — 
perhaps  not  far  diftant,  which  fhall  re- 
move every  affliction  from  the  hopelefs 
bofom  of  your  diftreffed  defponding 
friend. 

Julia  Mortimer* 


LETTER    LXXIII. 

Sir  Charles  Mortimer  io  Mr  Belford. 

Briftol  hot  Wells. 

Belford  !  I  am  moft  miferable.  Some 
fecret  forrow  preys  upon  the  mind  of  my 
Julia,  which  lhe  feems  unable  to  commu- 
nicate, and  the  caufe  of  which  I  cannot 
divine.  Were  fhe  lefs  ingenuous,  lefs  no- 
bly fincere,  by  thofe  arts,  too  well  known 
to  many  of  her  fex,  lhe  might  conceal 
B  b  2  her 
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her  anguifh,  and  impofe  on  a  hufoand, 
over  whom  fhe  knows  her  influence  is 
unbounded.  But  art  is  abfolutely  incom- 
patible with  her  character ;  and  though 
unable  to  make  me  the  confident  of  her 
diftrefs — perhaps  unwilling  to  add  to  that 
fhe  fees  me  fuffer,  fhe  fcorns,  by  the  un- 
natural affe&ation  of  eafe  or  cheerfulnefs, 
to  purchafe  my  peace,  at  the  expence  of 
her  own  ingenuity. 

Moft  amiable,  moll  exalted  of  women  ! 
how  does  thy  fuperior  virtue  rife  in  my 
eftimation,  by  every  new  light  in  which 
thy  character  is  placed  ! 

To  you  Belford — to  you  the  friend,  the 
confident  of  all  my  thoughts,  I  will  con- 
fefs,  that  jealoufy,  the  moft  tormenting  of 
all  diabolical  pafiions,  has  fometimes  of 
late  found  accefs  to  my  heart. — Do  not 
mifunderftand  me.  I  would  as  foon  fu- 
fped  an  angel  from  heaven  as  my  Julia, 

of 
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of  any  thing  that  could  in  Jhe  flighted 
degree  refled  on  her  honour.  No,  Bel- 
ford  !  it  is  of  her  affedtions  alone  that  I 
am  jealous.  It  is  of  that  preference,  fo 
effential  to  the  happinefs  of  a  hufband,  of 
which  at  times  I  am  doubtful — alas,  my 
friend  !  which  I  am  now  almoft  convin- 
ced I  never  have  poffefTecL 

Efteem gratitude complacency, 

thefe  are  fentiments  by  which  that  heart 
has  been  actuated,  which  I  fondly  hoped 
I  had  infpired  with  love.  That  tender  af- 
fection, which  I  have  coveted  as  the  firft 
of  bleffings,  has  doubtlefs  been  beitowed 
on  another,  who  either  has  been  infenfi- 
ble  of  its  value,  or  ungrateful  for  the  in- 
eftimable  gift. — A  little  time  will  better 
enable  me  to  difcover  the  reality  of  thofe 
circumftances  on  which  my  fufpicions  are 
founded,  and  confequently  to  give  you  a 
diftind  account  of  the  particulars.  At 
prefent  my  thoughts  are  in  fuch  con  fu- 
ll b  3  lion, 
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lion,  that  the  talk  is  abfolutely  impracti- 
cable. 


When  I  reflect  on  the  diflike — almoft 
averlion,  which  Julia  at  firft  betrayed  to 
the  thoughts  of  marriage  ;  when  I  re- 
view her  whole  behaviour,  her  deep  and 
fettled  melancholy,  her  ftifled  lighs,  her 
frequent  tears — that  letter  which  caufed 
fuch  violent  emotions  in  her  artlefsbofom  \ 
above  all,  the  piercing  anguifh  with 
which  Ihe  one  day  exclaimed, — "  O,  Sir 
Charles !  for  your  own  fake,  for  mine,  do 
not  urge  me  to  a  ftep  which  I  may  for 
ever  repent." — Belford,  my  friend  !  it  is 
too,  too  plain,  the  wretched  Mortimer 
has  deceived  himfelf — has  believed  that 
heart  his  own,  which  was  already  in  pof- 
feflion  of  another. 

No  grief  can  equal  that  which  preys  on 
my  foul,  which  affords  no  room  for  com- 
plaint, and  hardly  admits  of  hope.    Your 

fympathy,. 
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fympathy,    Belford — your  fincere   com- 
paffion  I  know  will  be  mine. 

Feeble,  alas !  is  the  aid  even  thefe  can 
at  prefent  afford  to  the  wretched 

Charles  Mop*timeRo 

LETTER    LXX1V. 

Lady  Mortimer  to  Mifs  Herbert. 

Briftol  hot  Wells. 
What,  my  friend,  will  become  of  your 
unhappy  Julia !  My  increafing  reftraint, 
which  I  cannot  fhake  off,  is  perceived  by 
my  hufband.  I  fear  too,  he  fufpe&s  the 
real  caufe,  though  his  unequalled  delica- 
cy prevents  him  from  giving  the  moft  di- 
ftant  hints  of  that  kind.  He  fighs  often, 
but  always  endeavours  to  flifle  his  fighs. 
He  really  looks  ill:  there  is  a  certain 
languor  in  his  whole  appearance  that 
touches  me  to  the  foul.     Laft  night  he 

was 
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was  hot  and  reftlefs,  and  ftarted  fo  vior 
lently  at  one  time,  that  he  awaked  me. 
On  my  anxioufly  enquiring  the  caufe, 
WJ  Do  not  be  uneafy,  my  love,"  faid  he, 
"  it  is  nothing  but  a  horrid  dream  that 
frightened  me."  Some  time  after,,  ha- 
ving dropped  afleep,  he  muttered  feveral 
things,  which  I  could  not  diftin&ly  hear. 
But  one  time  he  faid  plainly,  "  Yes,  ihe 
loves  me — flie  is  incapable  of  deceit — Ihe 
is  virtue  itfelf."  Again — "Ah!  if  it  is 
fo Heaven  knows  I  pity  thee  1" 

He  has  feveral  times  introduced  the 
fubjeft  of  Rivers  ;  enquired  where  I  firft 
faw  him ;  how  long  it  is  fince  we  were 
acquainted ;  and  expreffed  much  furprife 
on  learning,  that  it  is  only  three  years 
fince  he  was  a  frequent  vifitor  atHarwood. 
I  ftrove  to  anfwer  all  his  enquiries  with 
calmnefs  and  eafe ;  but  my  heart  throb- 
bed fo  violently  the  moment  he  began 
the  converfation,  that  my  very  endeavours 

to 
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to  appear  compofed,  only  increafed  my 
perturbation.  I  felt  fuch  a  painful  con- 
fcioufnefs,  that  I  had  not  courage  to  re- 
new the  fubjed  of  returning  home  ;  but, 
on  his  expreffing  great  uneafinefs  on  ac- 
count of  my  delicate  health,  "  I  really 
believe  Sir  Charles/'  faid  I,  "  we  would 
be  both  better  at  home ;  and  fince  you 
are  fo  good  as  to  comply  with  every 
wifh  I  form,  do  not  think  me  unreafon- 
able,  if  I  prefume  fo  far  on  your  indul- 
gence, as  to  entreat  you  will  order  mat- 
ters fo,  that  we  may  fet  off  for  Harwood 
to-morrow.  Sally  is  very  a&ive,"  con- 
tinued I,  "  and  rather  than  remain  long- 
er here,  I  will  myfelf  aflift  her  in  prepa- 
ring for  our  journey.  I  begin  to  think, 
you  fpoil  me  with  care  ;  and  that  if  I 
were  more  adtive,  and  lefs  indulged,  I 
fliould  be  more  ftout  and  healthy. " 

Sir  Charles  looked   aftonifhed  at  the 
iuddennefs  of  my  refolution,  and  the  ear- 

neftnefs 
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neftnefs  with  which  I  urged  my  requeft. 
But,  without  making  any  comment  upon 
it,  he  went  away,  faying,  he  would  fend 
up  Sally  to  receive  my  orders,  and  give 
James  his  without  delay. 

I  go  then  to  prepare  for  that  journey, 
which  will  conduct  me  to  the  fcene  of 
my  earlieft  happieft  days.  Alas  !  few, 
very  few  of  the  latter  have  been  my 
portion.  What  will  be  the  colour  of 
thofe  that  remain,  is  only  known  to  Hea- 
ven !  I  truft  no  voluntary  offence  of 
mine,  will  ever  cloud  their  afpeft  with 
the  gloomy  lhades  of  remorfe  or  fhame. 
Whilft  we  axe  innocent,  Maria,  we  may 
be  unhappy  ;  but,  without  guilt,  we  ne- 
ver can  be  completely  miferable. 

Yours  inviolably, 

Julia  Mortimer. 
LET- 
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LETTER    LXXV. 

Lady  Mortimer  to  Mifs  Herbert. 

Harwood. 

I  again  addrefs  my  beloved  friend 
from  Harwood.  Every  objed  here  wears 
the  face  of  contentment  and  peace  :  Oh, 
why  does  not  my  heart  correfpond  with 
their  filent,  yet  eloquent  language  ! 

Mrs  Clifford  was  waiting  to  receive  us : 
tears  of  grateful  joy  fpoke  her  cordial 
welcome.  Sir  Charles,  ingenious  in  plan- 
ning little  fchemes  for  my  amufement, 
ordered  the  phaeton  the  evening  after  we 
arrived,  and  drove  me  round  the  park, 
through  which  feveral  fine  walks  had 
been  cut ;  which  being  done  fo  fuddenly, 
and  with  fuch  good  tafte,  give  to  thefe  de- 
lightful fhades  an  air  of  enchantment.    I 

ftrove 
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firove  to  exprefs  the  pleafure  I  ought  to 
feel ;  but  my  lips  and  heart  were  at  va- 
riance.— How  painful  is  reftraint,  how 
infupportable  difguife,  to  an  open  and  in- 
genuous mind  !  Thefe  feelings  are  not 
more  new,  than  hateful  to  mine, 

Maria  !  I  am  every  hour  more  and 
more  miferable. — I  could  fuffer  alone, 
but  cannot  fupport  the  thought  of  invol- 
ving others  in  my  wretch ednefs.  Sir 
Charles,  the  kind,  the  generous  hufband, 
whofe  whole  ftudy  is  to  make  me  hap- 
py, is  himfelf  a  vidtim  to  my  impru- 
dent attachment — or  rather  unfortunate 
deftin>\  Sometimes  I  think  he  pene- 
trates into  my  very  foul,  pities  its  dif- 
treifes,  and  approves  its  refolution.  He 
gazes  on  me  till  the  tears  fwell  into  his 
eyes,  then  clafping  me  to  his  bofom,  re- 
peats with  energy,—"  Oh,  my  exalted 
Julia  !  how  I  love,  how  I  revere  you  !" 
At  others,  penfive  and  deje&ed,  he  la- 
bours 
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bours  to  conceal  his  inquietudes  •  but 
they  prey  upon  his  heart.  Every  attempt 
to  banifh  the  appearance  of  melancholy, 
only  betrays  the  lurking  forrow. 

Every  thing  feems  to  confpire  for  my 
undoing.  Seeing  me  looking  extremely 
ill,  Sir  Charles  urged  me  to  take  an  air- 
ing with  him  in  the  phaeton  this  morn- 
ing ;  and,  for  the  fake  of  variety,  propo- 
fed  going  on  the  high  road.  I  confented 
to  accompany  him,  but  my  fpirits  were 
fo  depreffed,  that  I  could  hardly  fpeak* 
He  fupported  me  with  his  arm,  fpoke  to 
me  with  much  tendernefs ;  yet  I  thought, 
by  his  looks,  he  feemed  to  reproach  me 
with  ingratitude.  He  gently  chid  me  for 
yielding  to  my  affii&ion,  and  reminded 
me,  that  as  his  whole  happinefs  depended 
on  feeing  me  happy,  I  ought,  for  his 
fake,  to  ftrive  to  banifn  a  dejection, 
which,  as  it  had  a  great  influence  on  the 
prefent  weakly  ftate  of  my  health,  might 

Vol,  II.  C  c  increafe. 
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increafe,  by  indulgence,  to  a  dangerous 
extreme.  At  this  moment,  Robert,  who 
attended  us  on  horfeback,  obferving  fome- 
thing  wrong  about  the  carriage,  begged 
Sir  Charles  to  flop,  till  he  fhould  ride  on 
to  the  neareft  houfe,  and  procure  fome 
afliftance.  A  cottage,  among  trees,  be- 
ing hard  by,  the  fervant  rode  up  to  it : 
and  having  borrowed  a  hammer  and 
nails,  returned,  with  a  country  man, 
whom  I  prefently  recolle&ed  to  be  Wil- 
liam, Lord  Cleveland's  gamekeeper,  to 
whofe  hofpitality  I  had  formerly  been  fo 
much  indebted. 

The  honeft  clown  teftified  equal  fur-' 
prife  on  feeing  me,  and  begged  Sir 
Charles  to  ftep  with  me  to  the  cottage,, 
whilft  the  carriage  was  mending,  where 
he  was  fure  Margery  would  be  overjoyed 
to  fee  me,  and  give  me  the  beft  fhe  could 
afford.  I  wifhed  to  decline  honeft  Wil- 
liam's invitation  ;  but  Sir  Charles  would 

not 
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not  permit  me  to  remain  in  the  chaife, 
and,  giving  me  his  arm,  conducted  me 
towards  the  home.  Imagine  to  yourfelf, 
my  dear  Maria,  what  I  felt  at  light  of 
that  well  known  fpot,  and  the  recollec- 
tion of  the  circumftances  which  firft 
brought  me  acquainted  with  it.  Indeed 
the  effeft  produced  by  thefe  was  fo  vio- 
lent, that  I  became  quite  lick,  was  feized 
with  a  fit  of  trembling,  and  fainted  the 
moment  I  entered  the  houfe. 

The  good  woman  did  all  in  her  powTer 
to  affilt  me ;  and  on  feeing  me  recover 
a  little,  "  Good  lack  a  day  !  my  dear 
young  lady,"  exclaimed  Ihe,  "  is  it  real- 
ly you  I  fee  again  in  my  poor  cottage? 
Though  it  is  three  long  years  ago,  I  war- 
rant you  have  not  forgotten  the  time 
when  you  came  here  with  young  Mailer. 
But  though  I  be  his  nurfe,  it  feems  I  mull 
not  call  him  fo  no  more,  for  he  is  grown 
a  great  Lord  now.  Well,  I  faid  then> 
G  c  2  an-d 
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and  I'll  fay  fo  {till,  you  were  the  fweet- 
eft,  handfomeft,  lovingeft  young  couple 
that  ever  my  eyes  beheld.  Many  a  crown 
have  I  had  from  him,  for  carrying  letters 
to  your  Ladyfhip.  And  though  Mailer 
be  a  Lord  now,  were  I  in  his  place,  I 
know  what  I  know." 

I  did  not  even  attempt  to  interrupt 
nurfe  in  her  harangue.  Indeed  it  depri- 
ved me  of  power  to  articulate,  and  al- 
m'oft  of  my  half  recovered  fenfes.  At  laft, 
ftarling  up  in  an  agony  of  diftrefs,  I  en- 
treated Sir  Charles  to  ftep,  and  enquire 
whether  the  carriage  was  ready ;  arid 
took  that  opportunity  of  telling  her,  that 
I  was  married  ; — that  Sir  Charles  was  my 
hufband ;; — and  that  flie  muft  not  talk 
any  more  in  that  manner.  She  fhrugged 
up  her  {boulders,  and  exprefling  the  ut- 
rnoft  furprife,  added,-—"  Well,  to  be  fure 
Sir  Charles  is  a  very  handfome  good- 
natured  looking  gentleman ;  but  for  all 

that. 
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that,  I  am  very  forry  for  my  young  Lord 
that  now  is  ;  for  here  was  he  no  longer 
ago   than   yefterday,  walking   all  about 
the    hermitage,    and   hanging   over   the 
little  bridge,  and  looking  into  the  water, 
as  if  he  had  loft  fomewhat ;  and  then  he 
came  in  fo  humbly,  and  carefled  my  little 
George,  and  gave  him  a  guinea   to  buy 
his  firft  coat  and  breeches ;  and  told  me, 
"  Nurfe,"   fays  he,   "  do  you  remember 
when  I  brought  the  young  lady  here  that 
fell  into  the  water  ?" — and  made  me  talk 
fo  much  about  your  fweet  felf,  that  I  vow 
I  thought  as  how  you  would  foon  be  La- 
dy Rivers,'  and  then"- — — Here  I  got  up 
haftily,  and  wifhing  nurfe  a  good  morn- 
ing, in  the  utmoft  confufion  made  the 
beft  of  my  way  to  meet  Sir  Charles ;  but 
the  affectionate  creature  inftantiy  follow- 
ed me  with  a  bafon  of  milk,  and  curtfy- 
ing  to  Sir  Charles,   "  I    wifh  your  Ho- 
nour all  happinefs,"  faid  fhe,   "  for  I'm 
vavp  there  is  not  a  fweeter  young  lady  in 
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Chriftendorn.  And  for  old  acquaintance 
fake,  dear  Madam,  I  hope  you  will  not  re- 
fufe  to  tafte  a  little  of  our  milk,  which 
you  thought  fo  nice  long  ago,  when  you 
and  young  Mafter  were  here. — But  I  beg 
pardon,  as  your  Ladyfhip  fays,  I  muft 
not  talk  of  thefe  things  now.'* 

I  entered  the  carriage,  overwhelmed 
with  confufion,  and  neither  of  us  fpoke  a 
fyllable  all  the  time  we  took  to  drive 
home. 

Ah !  it  is  too  plain,  Maria,  Sir 
Charles  has  fufpicions,  which  I  want 
courage  to  remove, — perhaps  which  I 
have  not  power  to  diffipate.  What  would 
have  been  more  natural  than  for  my  huf- 
band  to  alk  an  explanation  of  the  cotta- 
ger's ftrange  ftory,  had  he  not  dreaded 
to  hear  it,  or  apprehended  that  his  cre- 
dulity would  be  impofed  upon,  by  fome 
deteftable  artifice. 
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I  could  not  have  believed,  that,  with 
confcious  innocence,  it  was  poflible  to  be  fo 
completely  wretched,  as  I  now  feel  myfelf. 

Sir  Charles  behaves  to  me  with  tender- 
nefs,  but  it  is  that  which  is  excited  by 
compaffion,  not  that  which  ufed  to  flow 
from  efteem  and  admiration.  Caution, 
fufpicion,  reftraint,  have  taken  place,  of 
open  unreftrained  confiding  affedtion. 
Maria !  if  I  have  loft  his  efteem — his  con- 
fidence— I  have  then  no  hope  remaining ! 

I  forgot  to  tell  you,  that  when  we  were 
about  a  mile  from  the  Wells,  we  met 
Lord  Rivers  returning  from  his  morning 
ride.  He  took  off*  his  hat,  and  feemed 
inclined  to  pafs  without  fpeaking ;  but 
Sir  Charles  pulling  the  firing,  the  coach 
flopped,  and  he  returned.  "  Shall  we  fee 
you  loon  in fhire,  my  Lord  ?"  de- 
manded he.-  "  I  fuppofe  it  will  not  be 
long  before  you  vifit  the  Grove." 

«  My 
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"  My  plans  are  not  yet  fixed,  Sir 
Charles,"  faid  he  ;  "  but  I  fhall  certain- 
ly do  myfelf  the  honour  of  calling  at.Har- 
wood,  when  I  return  home." 

It  is  evident,  my  friend,  that  Lord  Rivers 

is  already  in  this  neighbourhood  ;  but  if 

he  has  any  humanity,  any  generofity  re* 

maining,  he  will  fludy  to  avoid  a  perfon, 

to  whom  he  mull  fee  his  prefence  gives 

inexpreffible  pain.     Ah,  Maria!    which 

of  us  has  moft  caufe  to  fhun  feeing  the 

other?     Surely  men  lofe  all  fenfe  of  ju-' 

flice,  in  their  connections  with   our  fex, 

however  much  they  value  themfelves  on 

their  probity,  when  tranfa&ing  with  each 

other.     Farewell,    my    dearefi    friend ! 

Farewell. 

Julia  Mqrtimjer. 


End  of  Volume  Second, 
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